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Get fresh!
N atu re’s has opened a new store in Beaverton!
T hank you for helping us grow!

THE W H ITE T R A IN
Andy Robinson
Linocuts by Jack McLarty
The Image Gallery and Press-22
are pleased to announce the publication of
ENCOUNTERS WITH THE WHITE TRAIN
$5.00
June, 1986
50 copies have been hand sewn,
num bered and signed by the author and artist,
and are accompanied by an original linocut print
$25.00
The Image Gallery
1026 Southwest Morrison
Portland, Oregon 97205

• handm ade cones • shakes • sundaes • espresso • cappuccino • Italian sodas •

You can now
have the # 1 Choice
of Ice Cream in San Francisco!
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gourmet ice cream & dessert cafe
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To The Neighborhood!
Bring in your Nature’s receipt &
get a free homemade waffle cone
for your ice cream!*
•Good only for date o f receipt
- lim it 1 per receipt Offer expires Sept 1. 1986
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Our natural gourmet
ice cream is
carefully made with the finest
ingredients, flavored with the freshest
fruits and tastiest nuts we can find, gourmet
chocolate from Holland and choice vanilla
beans all the way from Madagascar — no
artificial flavors, colors or fillers are ever used.

We invite you to relax
in our pleasing dessert cafe.
Enjoy your treats inside or
on the patio surrounded by
beautiful flowers & cool jazz.
Open Late.
Rouble (j^ginbow gourmet ice cream & dessert cafe
CANYON SQUARE SW Canyon Road at 117th Ave.
Open 11 am - 11 pm Sun-Thur • Fri & Sat til Midnight
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Fremont Store

Beaverton Store

Corbett Store

3449 N.E. 24th
Open 7 days a week
9a.m.'8p.m.

4000 S.W. 117th
Open 7 days a week
9a.m.-9p.m.

5909 S.W. Corbett
Open 7 days a week
9a.m.-8p.m.
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EDITORIAL

TI

his spring, the winds have voided
all ideologies, boundaries, and bar
riers that divide us on this planet,
bringing us much closer together.
Well, not everyone. President Reagan,
still smarting from the European re
buff of the U.S. bombing of Libya, re
sponded to the Ukranian tragedy by
demanding that the Soviets allow U.S.
scientists complete access to their nu
clear installations. The offer was not
reciprocal. While in fact the Soviet re
sponse to the Chernobyl disaster was
flaw ed by stonew alling, wherever
such disasters have occurred in recent
times, from Three Mile Island to the
Florida missile pads to Bhopal, the
“ responsible” parties firs t concern
has been to limit damages—to careers
which might be derailed, to the com
panies' or governments’ future free
dom of action, and finally, after other
bases are covered, to those people, be
they astronauts or civilian bystanders,
who found themselves in the wrong
place at the wrong time.
It was eery to read of events in the
Ukraine and days later be told that the
highly volatile particles had made it
halfway around the world to us here.
While authorities in such matters typ
ically tried to downplay the impact of
radioactive iodine and other elements
in our air, water, and foodstuffs, what
emerged was even scarier—we simply
don’t know what safe levels of nuclear
w a s te p r o d u c t s a r e in o u r
environment.
Most of Europe banned use of fresh
milk products and produce while radi
ation levels were highest, in many
cases ten times what we received,
though some were more concerned
about the impact on sales of their agri
cultural goods. France, specifically, al
lowed all products to be freely dis
tributed and sold, while neighboring
West Germany and Italy were holding
tl
n, react
ing to criticism levied against the pol
icy, the French Ministry of Agriculture
decided to cut hard and deep, by ban
ning all agricultural products from
Eastern Europe. Our own guidelines
were not n
rer.
It was a heavy dose of the true uncer
tainty of the nuclear age. At least
we’ve been able to deal with this situa
tion somewhat openly. For at nearly
the same time we received the first

candid admissions about the highlevel releases of radioactive iodine
during the 1940s from Hanford, re
leases claimed to be for testing human
responses to radiation. Though much
information remains to be seen of Han
ford activity in subsequent decades,
of both purposeful and accidental es
cape of these invisible particles, we
should at least understand the men
tality that continues to hold sway over
these matters.
Hanford was constructed "way out
w est” to remove the still unknown
technology from population centers.
And now, more than 40 years later, de
spite literally failing the initial studies
of sites for a national nuclear waste
repository, Hanford leapt past two lo
cations east of the Mississippi, where
the largest number of commercial re
actors operate, due to political pres
sure from those same population
centers.
Opposition to the waste repository
here in the Pacific Northwest, even
from many who have previously sup
ported nuclear energy and develop
ment, has been gratifying. How much
is sincerely felt, in the uncompromis
ing interest of our regions’ citizens,
and how much is momentary political
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posturing, remains to be seen. What
has become clear is that the people of
our region have got to begin forging a
unified front regarding this great un
known on our lands and near our wa
terways. Hanford’s N reactor which
has no protective cladding, a near fac
simile of the Chernobyl reactor, is still
allowed to hum away producing pluto
nium for our vast nuclear arsenal, out
of reach of state authorities, operating
as it does under national prerogative.
The region's commercial and military
reactors are s till producing “ tem 
porarily” stored wastes, with no clear
end to that storage. And corroded
tanks on the Hanford reservation con
tinue to spew forth their wastes—-out
of sight, out of mind.
The very invisibility of the problem
has repeatedly allowed such crises to
pass quickly from public concern back
into the hands of “ experts.” If you
write one letter this summer, let it be to
inform all those who represent you
that this time you won’t be s ile n t won 't wait for another incident to mo
mentarily raise the public ire. It’s pos
sibly too late to make our world nu
clear-free, but it’s never too late to try.
QM
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There are something over 1 ,5 0 0 men and
women on the death rows of America. Given the
social context in which they operated, one might
reasonably assume that they were sentenced to be
executed not because they are murderers but be
cause they were inefficient. Using guns and
knives and the usual footpad paraphernalia, they
dispatched only a few more than their own
number. Had they used asbestos, mislabeled
pharmaceutical drugs and devices, defective
autos and illegally used and illegally disposed
chemicals, they could have killed, crippled and
tortured many thousands of people. And they
could have done it without very much fuss.
Corporate criminals, as we all know,
live charmed lives. Not until 1978 had a
co rp oratio n ever been ind icted for
murder (Ford Motor Company, which was
acquitted), and not until 1985 had corpo
rate executives ever been brought to trial
for murder because of the lethal mischief
done by their company.
The executives who made history last
year were the president, plant manager
and plant foreman of Film Recovery Sys
tems Corporation, a ratty little silver-ren
dering operation in Elm Grove Village
outside Chicago. The silver was re
covered by cooking used X-ray films in
vats of boiling cyanide. Film Recovery
hired mostly illegal imm igrants, who
were afraid to protest working conditions
so foul that they made employees vomit
and faint. The illegals were preferred also
because they couldn’t read much En
glish and would not be spooked by the
w ritte n w arnin gs on the d rum s of
cyanide. To make doubly sure that fright
wouldn’t drive workers away, manage
ment had the skull-and-cross-bones
signs scraped off the drums. Although
the antidote for cyanide poisoning is
cheap and easy to obtain, Film Recovery
Systems didn’t keep any on hand.
So it came to pass that Stefan Golab, a
61-year-old illegal immigrant from Po
land, took too hefty a lungful of cyanide
fumes and died. Charged with murder on
the grounds that they had created such
unsafe working conditions as to bring
about “ a strong probability of death and
great bodily harm,” the three officials
were convicted and sentenced to twenty-

five years in prison.
Will executives at other villainous cor
porations be similarly charged and con
victed? Don’t bet on it. In this instance
the law was applied so properly, so
rightly, so common-sensically that one
would be foolish to expect such usage to
appear again soon. It was a sort of Hal
ley’s Comet of Justice.
The idea of treating corporate mur
derers as just plain murderers strikes
many people as excessive. Some law
yers who cautiously approved the convic
tion in principle said they were afraid it
would confuse people generally because
a bald murder charge is usually associ
ated with a bullet in the gut or an ice pick
in the neck, and nice people would have a
hard time adapting the charge to the way
things are sometimes accomplished in
the front office. Speaking for this timid
viewpoint, Alan Dershowitz, Harvard’s
celebrated criminal law specialist, said
he though the Film Recovery case
showed we need a new category of
crime. “We should have one that specifi
cally reflects our condemnation of this
sort of behavior,” he said, “ without nec
essarily assimilating it into the most
heinous forms of murder” —as if the St.
Valentine’s Day massacre were any more
heinous than Bhopal.
During the trial, the Illinois prosecutor
accused the defendants of “ callousness,
disregard of human lives, and exposing
people to dangerous products all for the
sake of profits.” No wonder the verdict
has been so modestly praised. If that’s
enough to rate a murder charge, our

whole commerciaLsystem is at risk. If it
were to become t ^ ^ l e , we could look
forward to a lineup of accused corporate
executives extending out of the court
house and around the block several
times. Since there is no statute of limita
tions on murder, prosecutors would be
obliged to charge those executives at
Firestone who, a few years back, al
legedly killed and injured no telling how
many people by flooding the market with
gen million tires they knew to be defective; and the executives at Ford who sent
the Pinto into circulation knowing its gas
tank was so poorly designed that a rearend collision could turn the car into a fire
trap (several dozen men, women and
children were burned alive). From the
pharmaceutical fraternity would come
such as Dr. William Shedden, former
vice-president and chief medical officer
for Eli Lilly Research Laboratories, who
recently pleaded guilty to fifteen criminal
counts relating to the marketing of Oraflex, an arthritis drug that the Food and
Drug Administration says has been “ pos
sibly” linked to forty-nine deaths in the
United States and several hundred
abroad, not to mention the hundreds who
have suffered nonfatal liver and kidney
failure. Seems as how the folks at Lilly,
when they sought approval from the FDA,
forgot to mention that the drug was al
ready known To have killed at least
twenty-eight p e o |^ in Europe,. (Shedden
was fined $15,000;- Lilly, w h i^ earned
$3.1 billion in 1984, was fined ^ 5 ,0 0 0 .)
And let’s be sure to save an early murder
indictment for those three sly dogs at
SmithKline Beckman Corporation who
whizzed their product, Selacryn, through
FDA w ithout m entioning that it had
caused severe liver damage in some pa
tients in France. False labels were used
to peddle it in this country, where it has
been linked to thirty-six deaths and five
hundred cases of liver and kidney
damage.

By
Robert
Sherrill

ow comes a ripple of books that, were

N

there any justice, would put a dozen or
so hangdog executives in the dock.
Three of the books make particularly per
suasive cases. Paul B rodeur’s Out
rageous Misconduct: the Asbestos In
dustry on Trial (Pantheon) is an account of
how the largest m anufacturer of as
bestos products, Manville Corporation
(previously known as Johns-M anville
Corporation) and other asbestos com
panies committed over the years what
one plaintiff’s attorney called “The great
est mass murder in history,” which is pos-

Illustration
byCarlSmool

sibly true if one means industrial mass
murder, not political. People who regu
larly inhale asbestos fibers are likely to
die, or at least be crippled, from the lung
disease called asbestosis or the even
worse (at least it sounds worse) meso
thelioma. It sometimes takes twenty or
thirty years for asbestosis to appear, so a
measure of the slaughter from it is some
what vague. But the best experts in the
field, which means Dr. Irving J. Selikoff
and his staff at the Mount Sinai Hospital
in New York City, estimate that aside from
the many thousands who have died from
asbestos diseases in the past, there will
be between eight and ten
thousand deaths from as
bestos-related cancer each
year for the next twenty
years. These deaths are
not accidental. Manville et
al knew exactly what they
were doing. Brodeur’s book
is mainly an account of how
the asbestos companies, though they
claimed to be ignorant of the deadly qual
ity of their product until a study by Dr.
Selikoff was released in 1964, had for
forty years known about, and had sup
pressed or disregarded, hundreds of
studies that clearly showed what as
bestos was doing to the people who inha
led it. Did the companies even care what
was happening? Typically, at a Manville
asbestos mine in Canada, company doc
tors found that of seven hundred and
e ig ht w orkers, o nly fo u r— who had
worked there less than four years—had
normal lungs. Those who were dying of
asbestosis were not told of their ailment.
The other two books, Susan Perry and
Jim Dawson’s Nightmare: Women and
the Daikon Shield (Macmillan) and Mor
ton Mintz’s At Any cost: Corporate Greed,
Women, and the Daikon Shield (Pan
theon), remind me of what Dr..Jules.
Amthorsaid to my favorite detective: “ I’m
in a very sensitive profession, Mr. Mar
lowe. I’ m a q uack.” The murderous
quackery of the Daikon Shield, an intra
uterine device, was committed by A.H.
Robins, a company that should have
stuck to making Chap Stick and Ser
geant’s Flea & Tick Collars, and left birthcontrol gadgets to those who knew how
to make them properly. These two books
should convince anyone, I think, that
compared to the fellows at A.H. Robins,
the Film Recovery executives were
pikers when it came to showing disregard
for human lives for the sake of profits.
Profits were plentiful, that’s for sure. A.H.
Robins sold more than 4.5 million Daikon
Shields worldwide (2.8 million in the
United States) for $4.35 each; not bad for
a device that cost only twenty-five cents
to produce. The death count among
women who wore the shield still isn’t
complete; the last I heard it was twenty.
But wearers of the shield also have re
ported stillbirths, babies with major con
genital defects, punctured uturi, forced
hysterectomies, sterilization from infec
tion, and various tortures and illnesses
by the thousands— some generous por
tion, we may presume, of the 9,230 law
suits that A.H. Robins has settled out of
court. And as both books make clear, the
company launched the Daikon Shield
fully aware of the shield's dangers, sold it
with false advertising, kept on selling it
for several years after the company knew
what its customers were going through,
and pulled a complicated cover-up of
guilt.
Dershowitz is right in one respect: cor
porate murderers are not like your typical
killer on death row. Corporate murderers
do not set out to kill. There’s no profit in
that. They are simply willing to accept a
certain amount of death and physical tor
ment among their workers and custom
ers as a sometimes necessary by-prod
uct of the free enterprise system. Mintz
has uncovered a dandy quote from his
tory to illustrate this attitude. When it was
suggested to Alfred P. Sloan, Jr., presi
dent of General Motors circa 1930, that
•he should have safety glass installed in
Chevrolets, he refused with the explana
tion, “Accidents or no accidents, my con
cern in this matter is a matter of profit and
loss.”
The Sloan spirit is everywhere. Bro
deur quotes from a deposition of Charles
H. Roemer, once a prom inent New
Jersey attorney who handled legal mat
ters for the Union Asbestos and Rubber
Company. Roemer reveals that around
1942, when Union Asbestos discovered a
lot of its workers coming down with as
bestos disease, he and some of Union
Asbestos’s top officials went to JohnsManville and asked Vandiver Brown,
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Manville’s attorney, and Lewis Brown,
president of Manville, if their physical ex
amination program had turned up similar
results. According to Roemer, Vandiver
Brown said, in effect, Sure, our X-rays
show many of our workers have that dis
ease, but we don’t tell them they are sick
because if we did, they would stop work
ing and sue us. Roemer recalled asking,
“ Mr. Brown, do you mean to tell me you
would let them work until they dropped
dead?” and Brown answering, “ Yes, we
save a lot of money that way.”

aving money, along w ith m aking

S

money, was obviously the paramount
objective of A.H. Robins, too. This was
evident from the beginning, when Robins
officials learned—six months before mar
keting the device nationally—1that the
Daikon Shield's multifilament tail had a
wicking tendency and could carry poten
tially deadly bacteria into the uterus. Did
the company hold up m arketing the
shield until it could be further tested and
made safe? No, no. That would have
meant a delay, for one thing, in recover
ing the $750,000 they had paid the
shield’s inventors. Though Robins knew
it was putting its customers in great
jeopardy, it hustled the shield onto the
market with promotional claims that it
was “safe" and “ superior” to all other
intrauterine devices; and never, during
the four years the shield was on the mar
ket, did A.H, Robins conduct wicking
studies of the string. The shield’s promo
tional literature, by the way, was a classic
example of phony drugstore hype. A.H.
Robins claimed the shield kept the preg
nancy rate at 1.1 percent; the company
was well aware that the shield allowed at
least a 5 percent pregnancy rate, one of
the most slipshod in the birth-control
business. A.H. Robins also advertised
that the device could be easily inserted in .
“ even the most sensitive woman,” al
though in fact many doctors, before in
serting the shield, had to give patients an
anesthetic, and many women were in
pain for months.
Not long after the shield went on the
market, Wayne Crowder, one of the few
heroes in this sorry tale, a quality-control
engineer at Chap Stick, which manufac
tured many of the shields for its parent
firm, rejected 10,000 of them because he
was convinced the strings could wick
bacteria. His boss overruled him with the
remark, “ Your conscience doesn’t pay
your salary.” Crowder also suggested a
method for stopping the wicking, but his
technique was rejected because it would
have cost an extra five cents per device.
Crowder kept on complaining (he would
ultimately be fired as an irritant) and he
finally stirred Daniel French, president of
Chap Stick, to convey Crowder’s criti
cisms to the home office. French was told
to mind his own business and not worry
about the safety of the shield, which
prompted him to go into the corporate
softshoe routine he knew would please.
He wrote A.H. Robins: “ It is not the inten
tion of Chap Stick Company to attempt
any unauthorized improvements in the
Daikon Shield. My only interest in the
Daikon Shield is to produce it at the
lowest possible price and, therefore, in
crease Robins’ gross profit level.”
Of course, when thousands of women
begin dying, screaming, cursing and
suing, it gets a little difficult to pretend
that all is well with one’s product, but for
more than a decade A.H. Robins did its
best, never recalling the gadget, never
sending a warning to doctors about pos
sible deadly side effects, and continuing
to the last—continuing right up to the
present even after losing hundreds of
millions of dollars in lawsuits—to argue
that the shield isjusthunkydory. The A.H.
Robins school spirit was beautifully capsulated by one of its officials who told the
National Observer, “ But after all, we are
in business to sell the thing, to make a
profit. I don’t mean we’re trying to go out
and sell products that are going to be
dangerous, fatal, or what have you. But
you don’t put all the bad things in big
headlines.”
Where is the corporate executive who
will not savor the easy insouciance of “ or
what have you” ?
ne of the more fascinating charac

O

teristics of corporate murderers is the
way these fellows cover up their dirty
work. They are really quite bold and suc
cessful in their deviousness. When one
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considers how many top officials there
are at places like Manville and Robins,
and when one assum es (obviously
naively) among the lot of them surely
there must be at least one or two with a
fu n c tio n in g c o n s c ie n c e , the c o m 
pleteness of their cover-ups is indeed im
pressive. Which isn’t to say that their
techniques are very sophisticated. They
simply lie, or hide or burn the incriminat
ing material. When the litigation flood be
gan to break over Manville Corporation in
the late 1960s, the as
bestos gang began thwart
ing their victims’ attorneys
by claiming certain Man
ville executives couldn’t
give depositions because
they were dead (when they
were very much alive), by
refusing to produce docu
ments ordered by the court, and by deny
ing that certain documents existed when
in fact they did. A.H. Robins was just as
expert at that sort of thing. According to
Mintz, “Thousands of documents sought
by lawyers for victims of the Daikon
Shield sank from sight in suspicious cir
cumstances. A few were hidden for a de
cade in a home basement in Tulsa,
O klahom a. O ther records were de
stroyed, some admittedly in a city dump
in Columbus, Indiana, and some al
legedly in an A.H. Robins furnace. And
despite court orders, the company did
not produce truckloads of documents for
judicial rulings on whether the women’s
lawyers could see the papers.”
A.H. Robins’s most notorious effort at a
cover-up ultimately failed, thanks to one
Roger Tuttle, a classic example of what
can happen when the worm turns.
Tuttle was an attorney for A.H. Robins
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in the early 1970s. He says that immedi
ately after the company lost its first
Daikon Shield lawsuit, his superiors or
dered him (they deny it) to search
through the company’s files and burn
every document that he thought might be
used against A.H. Robins in future law
suits—documents that, in Tuttle’s words,
indicated “ knowledge and complicity, if
any, of top officials in what at that stage of
the game appeared to be a grim situa
tion.” Unfortunately for the company, Tut
tle did not fully obey orders. He took poss e s s io n o f som e of th e ju ic ie s t
documents and kept them. Just why he
rebelled isn’t clear. Perhaps it was be
cause Tuttle, a plain little guy who admits
he isn’t the smartest attorney in the
world, was tired of having his employers
push him around, which they often did.
He says he did it because he was
ashamed that “ I personally lacked the
courage” to challenge the order and “ I
wanted some sop for my own conscience
as an attorney.” Whatever his motivation,
Tuttle sat on the purloined files for nearly
ten years. He moved on to other jobs,
finally winding up, a born-again Chris
tian, on the Oral Roberts University law
faculty. Watching the Daikon Shield trials
from afar, troubled by the plaintiffs’ in
ability to cope with A.H. Robins’s cover
up, Tuttle finally decided to step forward
and provide the material their attorneys
needed for the big breakthrough.
A lucky windfall like that is the only way
victims can overcome the tremendous
imbalance in legal firepower. In the way
they muster defense, corporate mur
derers bear no resemblance to the bro
ken-down, half-nuts, penniless drifters
on death row, dozens of whom have no
attorney at all. Corporate killers are like

the Mafia in the way they come to court
with a phalanx of attorneys. They are
fronted by the best, or at least the best
known. Griffin Bell, President Carter’s At
torney General, has been one of A.H.
Robins’s attorneys.

here are two other significant differ

T

ences between corporate killers and
the habitues of death rows. In the first
place, the latter generally did not murder
as part of doing business, except for the
relatively few who killed coincidental to a
holdup. They did not murder to protect
their rackets or territory, as the Mafia
does, and they did not murder to exploit a
patent or to increase production and
sales, as corporate murderers do. One
judge accused A.H. Robins officials of
taking “the bottom line as your guiding
beacon and the low road as your route.”
Killing for the bottom line has probably
not sent a single murderer to death row
anywhere. In the second place, most of
the men and women on death row were
lonely murderers. No part of society sup
ported what they did. But just as the
Mafia can commit murder with impunity
only because it has the cooperation of
police and prosecutors, so
too corporate murderers
benefit from the collusion
of respectable professions,
particularly doctors (who,
for a price, keep quiet), and
in s u ra n c e c o m p a n ie s
(who, to help Manville, did
not reveal what their actu
arial tables told about the risks to as
bestos workers; and for Robins, worked
actively backstage to conceal the Daikon
Shield’s menace to public heath), and
government agencies who are supposed
to protect public health but look the other
way.
It was an old, and in its way valid ex
cuse that Film Recovery’s officials gave
the court: “We were just operating like
other plants, and none of the government
health and sa fe ty in sp e cto rs who
dropped around— neither the Elm Grove
Village Public Health Department nor the
Environmental Protection Agency—told
us we shouldn’t be letting our workers
stick th e ir heads in vats of boiling
cyanide." They were probably telling the
truth. That’s the way health and safety
regulators have usually operated.
Brodeur tells us that a veritable parade
of governm ent inspectors m arched
through the Pittsburgh Corning asbestos
plant in Tyler, Texas, over a period of six
and a half years without warning the
workers that the asbestos dust levels
were more than twenty times the max
imum recommended for health safety.
One Department of Labor official later
admitted he had not worn a respirator
when inspecting the plant because he
did not want to excite the workers into
asking questions about their health.
Though the Public Health Service sev
eral times measured the fallout of the
asbestos dust, never did it warn the work
ers that the stuff was eating up their
lungs. Finally things got so bad at Tyler
that federal inspectors, forced to bring
charges against the owners for appalling
infractions of health standards, recom
mended that they be fined $210. Today
the men and women who worked at that
plant (since closed) are dying of lung can
cer at a rate five times greater than the
national average.
The most impressive bureaucratic col
lusion A.H. Robins received was, not sur
prisingly, from the Food and Drug Admin
istration. When trial attorneys brought
evidence that the Daikon Shield’s rotting
tail strings were endangering thousands
of women and asked FDA officials to re
move the device from the market, the
agency did nothing. When the National
Women’s Health Network petitioned the
FDA for a recall— paid for by Robins—
that would remove the shield from all
women then wearing it, the FDA did noth
ing. For a full decade it pretended to be
helpless.
There is one more significant differ
ence between the people on death row
and the corporate murderers: the former
sometimes say they are sorry; the latter
never do. Midway through 1985, Texas
executed Charles Milton, thirty-four, be
cause when he stuck up a liquor store the
owner and his wife wrestled Milton for the
gun, it went off, and the woman died.
Shortly before the state killed him with
poison, Milton said, “ I am sorry Mrs. Den
ton was killed in the struggle over the
gun.” There. He said it. It wasn’t much,

but he said it. And that’s more than the
folks at Manville have ever said about the
thousands of people they killed with as
bestos. When it comes to feeling no re
morse, A.H. Robins doesn’t take a back
seat to anybody. In a famous courtroom
confrontation between Federal Judge
Miles W. Lord and three A.H. Robins offi
cials, including company president E.
Claiborne Robins, Jr., Judge Lord asked
them to read silently to themselves a long
reprimand of their actions. The most
scathing passage, quoted both by Mintz
and Perry and Dawson, was this:
“ Today as you sit here attempting
once more to extricate yourselves
from the legal consequences of your
acts, none of you has faced up to the
fact that more than 9,000 women
[the figure two years ago] have made
claims that they gave up part of their
womanhood so your company might
prosper. It is alleged that others gave
their lives so you might so prosper.
And th e re sta nd b e h in d them
legions more who have been injured
but who had not sought relief in the
courts of this land. . . .
“ If one poor young man were by
some act of his—without authority or
consent—to inflict such damage
upon one woman, he would be jailed
for a good portion of the rest of his
life. And yet your company, without
warning to women, invaded their
bodies by the millions and caused
them injuries by the thousands. And
when the tim e came for these
women to make their claims against
your company, you attacked their
characters. You inquired into their
sexual practices and into the identity
of their sex partners. You exposed
these women—and ruined families
and reputations and careers— in
order to intimidate those who would
raise their voices against you. You
introduced issues that had no rela
tionship whatsoever to the fact that
you planted in the bodies of these
women instruments of death, of mu
tilation, of disease.”
Judge Lord admitted that he did not
have the power to make them recall the
shield but he begged them to do it on
their own: “ You’ve got lives out there,
people, women, wives, moms, and some
who will never be moms. . . . You are the
corporate conscience. Please, in the
name of humanity, lift your eyes above
the bottom line.” •
It was a pretty stirring piece of writing
(later, when Judge Lord got so pissed off
he read it aloud, they say half the court
room was in tears), and the judge asked
them if it had had any impact on them.
Looking sulky, they just stared at him
and said nothing.
A few weeks, later, at A.H. Robins’s
annual meeting, E. Claiborne Robins, Jr.,
dism issed Lord’s speech as a “ poi
sonous attack.” The company did not re
call the shield for another eight months.
Giving deposition in 1984, Ernest L.
Bender, Jr., senior vice-president for cor
porate planning and development, was
asked if he had ever heard an officer or
employee say he or she was “ sorry or
remorseful about any infection that’s
been suffered by any Daikon Shield
wearer.” He answered, “ I’ve never heard
anyone make such remarks because I’ve
never heard anyone that said the Daikon
Shield was the cause.”

f they are murderers, why not the death
sentence? Polls show that eighty-four
percent of Americans favor the death
penalty, but half think the penalty is un
fairly applied. Let’s restore their faith by
applying justice equally and poetically. In
Georgia recently it took the state two
2,080 volts spaced over nineteen min
utes to kill a black man who murdered
during a burglary. How fitting it would be
to use the same sort of defective electric
chair to execute, for example, auto man
ufacturers and tire manufacturers who
knowingly kill people with defective mer
chandise. In Texas recently it took the
state executioners forty minutes to ad
minister the lethal poison to a drifter who
had killed a woman. Could anything be
more appropriate than to tie down drug
and device manufacturers who have
killed many women and let slow-witted
executioners poke around their bodies
for an hour or so, looking for just the right
blood vessel to transport the poison? At a
recent Mississippi execution, the pris
oner’s protracted gasping for breath be
came such an ugly spectacle that prison

At a recent Mississippi execution, the
prisoner’s protracted gasping for breath
became such an ugly spectacle that prison
authorities ordered witnesses out of the
death chamber. That sort of execution for
Manville executives who specialized in
spreading long-term asphyxiation over
thousands of lives would certainly be
appropriate.
authorities, in a strange burst of de
corum, ordered witnesses out of the
death chamber. That sort of execution for
Manville executives who specialized in
spreading long-term asphyxiation over
thousands of lives would certainly be
appropriate.
But these things will never happen. For
all our popular declarations of democ
racy, most Americans are such forelock
tugging toadies that they would be hor
rified to see, say, Henry Ford II occupying
the same electric chair that cooked
black, penniless Alptia Otis Stephens.
Nor will we incarcerate many corpo
rate murderers. Though some of us with
a mean streak may enjoy fantasizing the
reception that our fat-assed corporate
killers would get from some of their cell
mates in America’s more interesting pris
ons— I like to think of the pious chaps
from A.H. Robins spending time in Ten
nessee’s notorious Brushy Mountain
Prison—that is not going to
happen very often either,
the precedent of Film Re
covery n o tw ith stan d in g.
The Film Recovery trio had
the misfortune of working
for a crappy little corporation that has
since gone defunct. Judges will not be so
stern with killers from giant corporations.
So long as we have an army of crassly
aggressive plaintiff attorneys to rely on,
however, there is always the hope that we
can smite the corporations and the men
who run them with a punishment they
probably fear worse than death or loss of
freedom: to wit, massive loss of profits.
Pamela C. Van Duyn, whose use of the
Daikon Shield at the age of twenty-six
destroyed one Fallopian tube and criti
cally damaged the other (her childbear
ing chances are virtually nil), says: “As
far as I’m concerned, the last dime that is
in Claiborne Robins’s pocket ought to be
paid over to all the people that have suf
fered.” Author Brodeur dreams of an
even broader financial punishment for
the industry he hates: “ When I was a
young man, out of college in 1953,1went
into the Army Counterintelligence Corps
and went to Germany, where I saw one of
the death camps, Dachau. And I saw
what the occupational army had done to
Dachau. They had razed it, left the chim
neys standing, and the barbed wire as a
monument—quite the same way the Ro
mans left Carthage. What I would do with
some of these companies that are noth
ing more or less than killing grounds
would be to sell their assets totally, reim
burse the victims, and leave the walls as
a reminder—just the way Dachau was—
that a law-abiding and decent society will
not tolerate this kind of conduct.”
He added, “ I know perfectly well that
this is not going.to happen in the private
enterprise system.”
How right he is. The laws, the court
system, federal and state legislatures,
most of the press, the unions— most of
the establishment is opposed to applying
the fin al fin a n c ia l solution to k ille r
corporations.
As it became evident that juries were
inclined to agree with Mrs. Van Duyn’s

□

proposal to wring plenty of money from
A.H. Robins, the corporation in 1985
sought protection under Chapter 11 of
the Federal Bankruptcy Code. It was a
sleazy legal trick they had picked up from
M anville Corporation, which had de
clared bankruptcy in August 1982. Al
though both corporations had lost hun
dreds of millions in court fights, neither
was actually in financial trouble. Indeed,
at the time it copped out under Chapter
11, M anville was the nation’s 181st
largest corporation and had assets of
more than $2 billion. Bankruptcy was a
transparent ploy—or, as plaintiff attor
neys put it, a fraudulent abuse and per
version of the bankruptcy laws—but with
the connivance of the federal courts it is a
ploy that has worked. Not a penny has
been paid to the victims of either corpora
tion since they declared bankruptcy, and
the 16,500 pending lawsuits against
Manville and the 5,000 lawsuits pending
against A.H. Robins (those figures are
climbing every day) have been frozen.
Meanwhile, companies are not even
m ildly chastised. Quite the contrary.
Most major newspapers have said noth
ing about Manville’s malevolent cover-up
but have clucked sympathetically over its
courtroom defeats. The New York Times
editorially seemed to deplore the finan
cial problems of the asbestos industry
almost as much as it deplored the indus
try’s massacre of workers: “ Asbestos is a
tragedy, most of all for the victims and
their families but also for the companies,
which are being made to pay the price for
decisions made long ago.” Senator Gary
Hart, whose home state, Colorado, is
corporate headquarters for M anville,
pitched in with legislation that would lift
financial penalty from the asbestos com
panies and dump it on the taxpayers.
And in Richmond, Virginia, corporate
headquarters for the makers of the
Daikon Shield, civic leaders threw a ban
quet for E. Claiborne Robins, Sr. The
president of the University of Virginia as
sured Robins that “ Your example will
cast its shadow into eternity, as the sands
of time carry the indelible footprint of your
good works. We applaud you for always
exhibiting a steadfast and devoted con
cern for your fellow man. Truly, the Lord
has chosen you as one of His most es
sential instruments.”
After similar encomiums from other
community leaders, the top man behind
the marketing of the Daikon Shield was
given the Great Am erican Tradition
Award.
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he toppling o f Ferdinand Marcos and Baby Doc Duvalier has focused attention on the wealth
that Third W o rld oligarchs have plundered and stashed abroad. The collapse o f oil has left countries
like Mexico and Venezuela begging fo r relief from their debts. These tw o stories—capital flight and
international debt—are part o f the same story. In some cases, the wealthiest classes o f poor
countries have actually sent more money out o f their countries than foreign borrowing has brought
in—and often it ’s the same money. American banks have promoted, and profited from , both sides o f
the transaction. Sometimes the money never even leaves the United States. The entire cycle is
completed with a few bookkeeping entries in N ew Y ork.
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NEY WENT
More than half o f the money b o rnawed by Mexico, Venezuela, and Argentina during the decade has effectively
flowed right back out the door, o fte jn the same year o r even m onth it flowed in. Indeed, there are already enough
private foreign assets owned by th< : citizens o f major debtor nations to go a long way tow ard servicing their
countries’ foreign debts. The most a;Egressive banks, such as Citibank, have probably accumulated almost as much in
assets from poor countries as they ffave loaned to them. Their real role has been to take funds that Third W o rld
elites have stolen from their govern:[nents and to loan them back, earning a nice spread each way.

American government policies make it
far too easy to transfer and hide financial
assets. As a result, the U.S. itself is one
of the world’s largest tax havens, and the
largest for Latin America. Indeed, be
cause of such policies the U.S. is actually
a net debtor of Latin American countries.
It all comes down to one of the largest
wealth transfers in history, with a few
thousand affluent families and their re■tainers cackling all the way to the bank,
the poor people of these countries in
dentured for years to work off the debts,
the bankers playing a clever double
game, and Am erican taxpayers ex
pected to subsidize bailouts that make
the 1975 New York City debt crisis look
like a rounding error. This is the real story
of the “ debt crisis” : the story of what hap
pened to all the money.
Consider Mexico. On March 6, a Mex
ico City newspaper published a list of 575
names of Mexican nationals, each of
whom has at least one million dollars in
deposits with foreign banks. The ex
posure of these “sacadolares” — people
who take out dollars—caused an uproar
because it comes just as Mexico is once
again pleading bankruptcy to its interna
tional bankers and the U.S. Treasury.
Mexico maintains that it needs another
six billion to ten billion dollars of new
foreign loans and interest subsidies this
year to avert insolvency. This would be
the second major bailout for Mexico in
the last three years.
One example of the ‘‘sacadolares”
may be the president of Mexico himself,
Miguel de la Madrid. A Harvard-bred
technocrat, De la Madrid was anointed
by the previous president, Lopez Portillo,
whom he had served as minister of bud
get. He had never before held elective
office. (But then some say that no one
really holds elective office in Mexico.)
Portillo was a stout law professor
whose regime was distinguished by prof
ligate spending, wildly optimistic growth
plans, and corruption that was unprece
dented even by Mexican standards. All of

fees were lucrative, and many of the
banks’ corporate customers were mak
ing bundles on these “ white elephants.”
The banks also complacently assumed
that the U.S. government would never
allow either Mexico or Citibank to go
bankrupt. Furthermore, until 1981 or so,
no one at any particular bank knew just
how much money the other banks were
lending to Mexico.
De la Madrid’s first promise when he
took office was to seek a “ moral renova
tion” and rebuild the confidence of Mex
ico’s investors. He lectured the nation on
the need for “ belt-tightening.” Unem
ployment grew to over 30 percent and
real wages sank to 1963 levels. It was
thus a little embarrassing that just as De
la Madrid arrived on his first official visit
to Washington in May 1984, Jack Ander
son revealed a secret U.S. intelligence
report that De la Madrid himself had
been accumulating substantial deposits
in a Swiss bank account—at least $162
million during 1983 alone. (The deposits
were transferred by wire—the National
Security Agency had been listening. The
New York Times subsequently confirmed
the story.) The State Department issued
a curious statement that the “ U.S. gov
ernm ent applauds P resident De la
Madrid’s commitment to addressing the
issue of honesty in government.

here is no way to know exactly how
much capital has left Mexico. Banks nat
urally try to keep the figures secret. But
there are two accounting techniques that
enah'e us to make indirect estimates.
One is to measure the discrepancy be
tween net exports of goods and services
and net imports of capital. The difference
ought to reflect net short-term capital
flows, and subtracting the known capital
imports should give us a rough figure for
the unknown capital exports. All of these
figures are inexact. (Cynics note that
Mexico’s official balance-of-payments

n March 6, a Mexico C ity newspaper published
a list o f 575 names o f Mexican nationals, each o f
whom has at least one million dollars in deposits
with foreign banks. The exposure caused an
uproar because it comes just as Mexico is once
again pleading bankruptcy to its international
bankers and the U.S. Treasury.
this was paid for on time. Between 1978
and 1982 the country’s foreign debt more
than doubled, to $85 billion. Today it ap
proaches $100 billion, one of the highest
debt levels per dollar of national income
in the world. Very little of this money went
into productive investments. Billions
were squandered on non-competitive
steel plants, a six-billion-dollar nuclear
power plant that still doesn’t function, a
gas pipeline to nowhere, wasteful devel
opment loans, arms, and payoffs to con
tractors and public officials. (Portillo,
who moved to Rome after leaving office,
is widely rumored to have absconded
with over one billion dollars.)
Western bankers looked the other way
as their money was wasted. The loan

statistics overlook both its biggest im
port, arms, and its second-biggest ex
port, drugs.) But in the case of Mexico, a
second method of calculation produces
surprisingly similar results. This is simply
to take all the money that’s known to have
flowed in from abroad, subtract the
known ways it’s been put to use, and
assume that the rest flowed back out
again.
Both methods indicate that capital
flight soared during the Portillo years, es
pecially from 1979 to 1981, just as Mex
ico’s foreign debt was exploding. For ex
ample, in 1981, while Mexico was taking
on about $20 billion in new foreign debt
from commercial banks, capital flight
was nine billion dollars to $11 billion.

After 1981, capital flight started to de
cline: there was just not that much more
to take out. Growth in new debt also
stopped. Over the years from 1974 to
1985, Mexico borrowed $97 billion and
sent about half—$50 billion—right back
out again. Things were even worse else
where. Argentina’s capital outflow during
this decade was over 60 percent of its
foreign borrowing, and in Venezuela
there was virtually a dollar-for-dollar off
set. In contrast, Brazilians (11 percent)
and even Marcos’s cronies in the Philip
pines (25 percent) were much less ag
gressive in moving capital out of their
countries.
Hidden capital exports are only part of
the story, since these private investments
have grown in value since leaving Mex
ico. Many M exicans prefer investing
abroad in very short-term assets, es
pecially bank time deposits and Treasury
bills. These are safe, highly liquid, un
taxed, and simple. The volume of U.S.
bank time deposits owned by foreigners
has grown dramatically in the past few
years, driven by Latin American flight
capital. The Mexicans are the largest sin
gle source. Private bankers and invest
ment advisers who serve this market say
that probably two-thirds or more of Mex
ican flight capital has found its way into
time deposits. Now, these experts say,
some large Mexican depositors have be
gun to shift their holdings into U.S. gov
ernment securities, because of concern
about the health of U.S. banks that have
loaned too much money to places like
Mexico!
Making some reasonable assumptions
about the return on these investments,
and also assuming that no taxes have
been paid—either to the U.S., because
there is no tax owed on “ portfolio inter
est” earned by nonresidents, or to Mex
ico, because of outright tax evasion—we
can estimate how much Mexican flight
capital is now abroad. These calculations
are subject to all sorts of qualifications.
But if they are even close to being accu
rate, they suggest that by 1984 the value
of Mexican flight capital exceeded the
face value of all commercial bank loans
to Mexico, and by 1985 it was closing in
on the face value of the country’s total
external debt. Since these tattered loans
to places like Mexico are actually worth
far less than their face value, it seems
quite likely that Mexico is actually a net
creditor, As one Federal Reserve Board
member said recently, “The problem is
not that Latin Americans don’t have as
sets. They do. The problem is, they’re all
in Miami.”
The U.S. banks’ share of loans to the
major Latin American debtors has been
less than 30 percent. By contrast, our
share of the private flight capital from
these nations is rumored to be 70 to 80
percent for Mexico and Venezuela, and
50 to 60 percent for Brazil and Argentina.
This means that the U.S. as a whole is
almost certainly a net debtor of all of
these countries, except possibly Brazil.
U.S. banks now have about $26 billion in
outstanding loans to Mexico. Estimating
the accumulated value of Mexican cap
ital-flight wealth at $85 billion by 1984,
and assuming that 70 percent is invested
here, Mexicans have at least $30 billion
more socked away in U.S. banks than
Mexico owes to U.S. banks. Total direct
investment by all U.S. firms in Mexico, by
contrast, was six billion dollars in 1984.
Similar calculations for the other Latin
American major countries yield a total
net balance in favor of the U.S. of $40
billion to $60 billion in 1984. By now the
figure may exceed $70 billion. Again,
these figures are conservative because
they are based on comparing the du
bious face value of the debts with the
market value of the assets. In the case of
Mexico, estimated annual earnings on
these assets are already over three-quar-
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his own money. This not only reduces the
client’s taxes even further, but helps him
take more money out of the country.
These international private bankers
are not malevolent or obtuse. They are
doing exactly what they get paid to do.
Theirs is not a labor of love, but a very
profitable business, with returns on
equity of 100 percent and more. In an era
when most other low-cost sources of
bank funds have dried up, private bank
ing to Third World countries looks pretty
good. In fact, this was just how lending to
Third World governments looked in the
1970s, relative to commercial, retail, or
housing lending at home.

ters of the annual interest owed on Mex
ico’s foreign debt.
The U.S. Treasury polls Am erican
banks, security dealers, and other busi
nesses on their financial transactions
with foreigners. These data are riddled
with imperfections, most of which lead to
underestimates. Still, they do show pat
terns that are consistent with other things
we know. They indicate that between
1978 and 1985 Latin Americans and their
Caribbean tax-haven proxies increased
their short-term deposits with U.S. banks
by at least $33 billion. At the same time
U.S. banks were increasing their loans to
Latin America by about $50 billion. Thus
the basic'role played by U.S. banks to
Latin America was that of a middleman
between the short-term deposits of the
countries’ elites and the medium-term
loans demanded by their governments.

^ K it ib a n k is clearly the most ag

^ ^ ^ n o t h e r very important category of
U.S. assets that Latin Americans have
been stocking up on is cash. This is a
“ foreign asset” that is often physically
kept at home. From a financial stand
point, it represents a net claim that for
eigners have on the U.S. There is no
direct measure of U.S. cash held abroad,
but “ dollarization” is rampant in Argen
tina, Brazil, and Mexico. It is common
practice for people to squirrel away
whole suitcases of $100 bills as a hedge
against depreciation of the local cur
rency. This helps to account for the curi
ous fact that there are now about three
$100 bills in circulation for each man,
woman, and child in the United States. A
recent U.S. Treasury “ guesstimate” is
that perhaps $20 billion worth of them are
offshore.
Cash is also a preferred method of
transferring money from local to foreign
accounts. V enezuelans trave lin g to
Miami reported over two billion dollars of
cash in 1981 alone on the Treasury forms
that entrants to the U.S. have to fill out.
Currency has long poured into the Miami
Federal Reserve district because of drug
traffic. More recently, though, the El Paso
and San Antonio Federal Reserve dis
tricts have reported net receipts of cur
rency, reflecting the large cash deposits
that Mexicans have been carrying across
the border. The explosive growth of San
'Francisco’s receipts during the past two
years is apparently a combination of Phil
ippine flight capital and a shift of drug
money to the West Coast. Who owns these assets? The typical
Mexican investor with dollars at home or
abroad is really pretty middle class. As
one writer recently put it, “ Even the Mex
ican City shoe-shine boys stockpile dol
lars.” But even if everyone has a bit of it,
the key fact about flight capital is that it is
highly concentrated. At tthe very top are
the bankers’ wet dream, the superrich.
These are the people of C itib a n k’s
“ Global Elite,” a list of 5,000 or so people
from around the world who are supposed
to have individual net worths greater than
$100 million. The U.S. supposedly has
about 500 to 600 such people, depend
ing on the state of the stock market. In the
Latin American context, these people in
clude a lot of names most Americans—
and indeed, most of their own coun
trymen, given their taste for discretion—
have never heard of, but they are fabu
lously rich. These are the happy few that
automatically qualify for services like the
new American Express “ Black Card,”
the ultra VIP credit card that has a credit
line of $500,000 and offers services such
as private planes, bodyguards, and ac
cess to Fifth Avenue stores in the wee
hours of the morning for “ solo shop
ping.” Obviously at this level the key
function of the card is not credit, but iden
tity: “ Do you know me? I may look like a
twit, but I own Paraguay.”
Meanwhile, Mexico’s income per cap
ita averages less than $2,000 a year. And
since 1982, the debt problem has made
things worse. Im ports and dom estic
spending have been slashed to meet the
interest bill. For the lower half of the pop
ulation, this means that real incomes
have fallen further from their already low
base.
H o w

did Third World elites manage

to convert all that foreign debt capital into
private foreign assets? There are several
explanations that are not mutually ex
clusive. The “ innocent bystander” view
holds that the local rich just happened to
deploy their own assets abroad at pre
cisely the time their governments chose
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“ robably two-thirds o r m ore o f Mexican flight
capital has found its way into time deposits. N o w
some large Mexican depositors have begun to shift
their holdings into U.S. government securities,
because o f concern about the health o f U.S. banks
that have loaned to o much money to places like
Mexico!
to borrow heavily abroad to finance at
tempts at growth. Of course a more sen
sible approach would have been to fund
public spending with taxes or direct for
eign investment in the local economy.
But local elites are so powerful that se
rious income or wealth taxes are almost
unheard of, while domestic enterprise is
protected by a host of barriers against
foreign investment.
Furthermore, local elites do not just
react passively to the local governments.
In many cases they are the local govern
ments, or at least the executive commit
tees. Thus a basic method of taking
money out of Mexico has been to exploit
overvalued official exchange rates with
the help of foreign banks. The preserva
tion of this exchange rate system even in
the face of massive capital flight is very
hard to understand unless we take into
account the profits made from it by peo
ple in positions to influence policy.
There’s also, of course, plenty of out
right graft in converting dollars borrowed
by governm ent projects into private
wealth. The actual pathways are end
less: phony intermediary companies that
recontract with foreign suppliers on pub
lic projects and take a hefty spread; im
porters who get permits to purchase for
eign exchange for imports that either
never get bought or are wildly over-invoiced; developers who get public loans
for projects that don’t exist; local “ con
sultants” who are paid by U.S. suppliers
in New York dollar accounts, and so on.
To what extent were American bankers
aware of what was going on? It’s a nice
question. Some observers feel they must
have been knowing, or at least willing,
participants, just like the middlemen in
phony-asset scams throughout financial
history. This suspicion requires an as
sumption about the intelligence, cun
ning, and foresight of bankers that, in my
experience, is not warranted. What’s in
disputable is that when wealthy Mex
icans invest their own capital abroad,
they are much more cautious than the
foreign bankers who financed all their
country’s debt.
It’s also indisputable that leading
American banks are as involved in ferry
ing capital out of Mexico as they were in
lending money to the country in the first
place. The U.S. banks that are the most
active in “ international private banking”
to wealthy Mexicans are Citibank, Mor
gan Guaranty, Bank of America, and
Chase, plus several large regional banks
in Texas and California. They all serve a
key client list of at least several hundred
wealthy Mexican customers. They all
have very active calling programs de
signed to recruit new clients. They all
play an active role in helping wealthy
Mexicans get their money out of the
country. They all help such customers
design sophisticated offshore trusts and
investment companies to shelter income
from taxes and political exposure. They
all try very hard to keep the identity of

their customers a secret. They are all
more or less actively involved in lobbying
U.S. authorities to preserve policies to
ward taxation, bank regulation, and bank
secrecy that are favorable to their clients.
“ When we go in there,” one interna
tional private banker told me about his
trips to the Third World, “ we’re not taking
any kind of information with us, and when
we leave the country we don’t have any
papers with us either. You know, I tell [my
boss] when I leave on a trip to remember
my face if anything happens to me. But
he says, don’t worry, the bank will never
admit that you were a part of us.”
“ Pouch” se rvices or th e ir e quiv
alents—helping clients move money se
cretly—are among the most important
services that private bankers provide. If
handled discreetly this can be a real com
petitive advantage, because among
other things the bank learns enough
about a customer’s “ private parts” to lock
him in. The standard image of money
laundering is a bunch of shady charac
ters trucking suitcases of cash through
airports and depositing it in obscure
banks in the Caymans, Florida, the
Bahamas, or Sw itzerland. Although
some of this obviously goes on, es
pecially at the “ drug-related” end of the
business, this is not really first-class
money-laundering at all. One banker re
cently described to me the challenge of
helping rich clients to get money out of
Mexico without leaving a trail: “ You can
buy dollars in Mexico from the Central
Bank, no problem. The problem is that
you are basically registering yourself, ex
actly what you don’t want. You could go to
a local bank, buy a $100,000 check there
with pesos, and then send it to the
States. But then when you deposit that
check, it’s going to show [what account] it
went to. So what happens is. . .the cus
tomer would go to his own bank, draw a
cashier’s check in the name of [XYZ For
eign Bank], and deposit that in an [XYZ
Foreign Bank] account. So his name is
not on that check at all. Or deposits are
made in a customer’s peso account in a
Mexican branch of a U.S. bank, and
credits are made to the customer’s dollar
account in New York.” Since November
1985 the Mexican government has re
stricted the use of the foreign banks’
“ peso windows” in Mexico in order to
curtail such transfers. However, the more
aggressive banks have already begun to
help their private customers evade even
this restriction by setting up parallel for
eign exchange swaps that avoid the
banking system entirely, leaving virtually
no records. Again, the major banks have
played a central role in disarming the new
restrictions.
The really clever private bankers also
have devised methods so that Mexicans
can use their foreign capital without leav
ing home, much less being taxed on it by
their own governments. The favorite
method is the so-called “ back-to-back”
loan, whereby the bank “ loans” the client

gressive American bank in international
private banking (IP.B). It appears to have
over 1,500 people dedicated to this ac
tivity worldwide, and over $26 billion in
IPB assets. In Latin America, Citibank
probably has over 50 direct IPB employ
ees in offices inside Mexico, Argentina,
Chile, Venezuela, and Panama, where it
also owns banks with local branches.
Since discretion is essential, most of
these employees are officially connected
to other parts of the bank. Because of its
nearly four billion dollars of loan ex
posure to Brazil, Citibank prefers to
serve the Brazilian flight-capital market
out of an office in Montevideo, Uruguay,
where bank secrecy laws are very stiff.
Overall, at least half of Citibank’s $26
billion or so in IPB assets probably be
longs to Latin Americans. This compares
with Citibank’s total loan exposure to the
“ Big Four”— Brazil, Mexico, Argentina,
and Venezuela—of about $10.3 billion.
Thus, even allowing for loans to the rest
of Latin Am erica, Citibank probably
comes very close to owing more money
to Latin Americans than it is owed.
Banks are required to report large
loans outstanding to individual countries.
But there is no requirement to report the
country origins of private banking assets.
This secrecy is probably no accident. In
the case of several major banks and
other financial institutions, the truth
might be a little embarrassing—they are
not really net lenders to these countries
at all. The aggregate balance of loans
and deposits is a little clearer. Our best
estimate is that U.S. banks as a whole
probably now manage international pri
vate banking assets of roughly $100 bil
lion to $120 billion, 60 to 70 percent of
which comes from Latin American pri
vate banking assets, compared to total
U.S. bank loans outstanding to Latin
America of about $83 billion. Not only is
the U.S. economy as a whole probably a
net debtor of Latin America: our commer
cial banks alone are close to being net
debtors of Latin America.
But this is the kind of debtor anyone
would love to be. Combining what we
know about capital flight and private
lending, a reasonable estimate of the
banks’ profits on the “ round-trip” for
Mexico alone is $2.4 billion in 1984. On
an equity base of four billion dollars,
that’s a return of 70 percent. One can
quibble about the precise assumptions
behind such estimates, but the basic
findings are robust. U.S. banks have so
far reaped a bonanza from their own di
sastrous international lending policies of
the last decade.
As Third World leaders and interna
tional bankers warm up for another cho
rus of moaning about the debt crisis, they
need a forcible reminder that the solution
may lie in their own hands. Countries like
Mexico should get no more money until
they have enacted reforms to ensure that
the dollars we lend them don’t come right
back again in the bank accounts of rich
private citizens. The United States
should take steps of its own to correct
policies that encourage capital flight—
especially laws that make us a haven for
foreigners flouting their own nations’ tax
systems. Finally, international banks
must take responsibility for the impact
that “ international private banking” is
having on the poor nations where it oper
ates. The easier it is for these nations’
ruling elites to smuggle assets abroad,
the less incentive there is to clean up at
home. The capital flight these banks are
promoting and facilitating in the 1980s is
just as irresponsible as the loans they
were peddling in the 1970s.
James S. Henry is an economist and writer
living in New York. Reprinted by permission
of New Republic, ®1986.
Artist T. Michael Gardiner is a frequent con
tributor to CSQ. He lives in Seattle.
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RJUWS

Every Night, the Finest
Local & National
Live Music Attractions!

A R T FU L SOWINGS

Daily Lunch Specials
Monday — Two for One Lunches

I7

KCyMR
31 NORTHW EST FIRST AVENUE I 223-9919
BETWEEN COUCH & BURNSIDE IN HISTORIC OLD TOWN

PORTLAND’S LIVE MUSIC PARADISE
FINE ARTS SUPPLIES AT INCREDIBLE SAVINGS!
FREE 000 PEN WITH
PURCHASE!

25% OFF
• Canvas panels
• Stretch Canvas
• Metal Drafting Stools

FROM 30% OFF

N EW Excmnq
Discovmiei
N EON Lit,InUq
C U w « FO*
The C URIOUS
AN<1 SCRIOVS Mindfd
D*ys & EVENINGS
ONE d<y wonkshops
TWoSlTUE<UyS
A MWrlt

• Strathmore Water Color
Brush and Pad sets. Reg.
$10.40, now $6.89.
SAVE 33%!
• New Black Master
Presentation cases and
zipper portfolios 30% off
• All Arttec Brushes 30% off
• Winsor Newton Oils,
Acrylics and Water Colors
30% off
• Brera Oils-Large 150 ml
tubes 30% off
• Close out Grumbacker pre
tested Hyplar Acrylics
30% off

Reform Technical four-pen
set—including a free 000 pen.
Reg. $60.95, now $19.50.
SAVE 32%!

42% OFF AIRBRUSH
SET
Atlanta Double Action Air
Brush by Olympics.
Comparable price $130. Our
price $75.00!

SPECIAL REDUCTIONS
• New! Archette Water
Color Pads 20% off
• Tun only! Autograph Table
Top Projectors. Model
DB-300. Reg. $790. Our
price $671.50.
• Dax Frames & Photo
frames 20% off

• CLOSEOUT! All Maxi
Portfolio Bags in stock
45% off

NEW AT SHANNONS!
The LeRoy Automatic
Lettering Machine! Come in
for a demonstration
anytime!

SHANNONS CATALOG!
Pick up a copy now for just
$1.50.
Monday—Friday 8:30—5:30
Saturday 11:00—4:00
Sale prices good through July
13, or while supplies last.

DAMAGED GOODS AT
INCREDIBLE PRICES!

C R E A T IV E

T O O LS

Shannont&Company
Z

605 S. W. 10th • Portland, OR 97205 • 503/228-6237 * .

* Highly

Skill & C RAI T

(505) 259 5509
2201 SE POWELL PORTLAND, OR 9 7 2 0 2

Natural Fiber Clothing
from Around the World

La Paloma
Folk Art • Jewelry • Gifts

AN INTRIGUING, AFFORDABLE BLEND OF
CONTEMPORARY & ETHNIC FASHIONS
246-3417

Hillsdale Shopping Center in SW Portland

QUICK

THE EXCIT S S ^ S ^ S TA ^ ^ ^ ^ ES

RS

^

AND
Five-piece
place setting

IN OLD TOWN

CICLO

"Best
Pizza
by the
Slice"

— Oregon Magazine

SPECIALIZING IN
11x17 and
COLOR

Q UICK A PRINTING
• Printing Instantly
• 5* Copy Service
• Pick-Up & Delivery Available
with Minimum Order

CALL FOR ESTIMATES
207 N.W. 2nd Ave.
223-2616

dinner & salad
plates, soup bowl,
cup & saucer
includes shipping.

23 original
designs &
5 NEW
COLORS
• Black • Rose
• Apricot • White
• Cobalt Blue

THE DAZZLING NEW FIESTA WARE IS AVAILABLE IN PORTLAND ONLY AT

La Palom a

LEARN TO SAIL!

16 SPECIAL
PIZZAS

Let The Sailing Center get you
started. Complete adult and
youth sailing classes.
Beginning, Intermediate and
Racing levels.

Including W aldorf, Greek,
Tomato Overkill, Tex-Mex,
Pesto with Sundried Toma
toes, and the usual favorites!

Located on the Willamette
River in front of Salty’s
Restaurant at the foot of S.E.
Marion St.

By the Slice or Whole Here or To Go!

Call for information 233-1218

222 S.W . Washington
224-LIPS (5477)
11-9 Monday-Thursday & Saturday
11-10 Friday

THE SAILING CENTER
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Unique Multi-Ethnic M enu
V eg etarian, Chicken
Seafood Entrees
Exquisite
Desserts
M od e ra te ly
Priced
Espresso
W ine •
Beer •

Free M eeting Room
Children's Playroom
Browsing Library
Resource
Bulletin
Boards
A t Cost
Catering &
Benefits
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A
T
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E
IV
ID W
restaurant
t

Progressive
O rganizations

= 1 3 0 0 EAST BURNSIDE • PORTLAND • 2 3 6 -0 4 7 0
24-Hour Emergency

A

OPEN
EVERY
DAY

for a second swimsuit,
or one that fits

w H i phone Counseling Service 223-6161 or 648-8636
• Drug/Alcohol Issues
• Family Problems
• Domestic Violence
• Emotional Problems
• Suicide

DELICATE DESIGNS
custom swimsuits $20.00 and up
over 200 colors to choose from.

Suite 201

Blvd.

eT
w

• NORTHEAST * NORTHEAST • NORTHEAST •
• NORTHEAST • NORTHEAST • NORTHEAST •
• NORTHEAST • NORTHEAST • NORTHEAST •

11:00am-4:30pm

sounding Boaid

C onsul

Diesel. ehP c o W ^ ’'k® avail- ^ eT
called
y all to
Vie -wrote t
ST®

ConS^X

PLAY HI AGAIN SAH!
For over 30 years Collins & Erwin has been noted
for fine restoration of top quality, pre-owned pianos.
For today's best piano tone, action & durability—<
NOTHING BEATS A COLLINS & ERWIN PIANO.

CONSUMER
S O U N D IN G
BOARD

OUT

! to

$yo,ooo.

IN C O R P O R A T E D

1 G BOTS’
Serving Portland, Medford,
Bend and Salem
The Sensible Alternative
Since 1978
other services available

Advertised Special: Beautiful rich mahogany
MERRILL UPRIGHT PIANO with delicately
carved panels, new key tops, etc., Bench & Deliv
ery included.

2 3 9 -9 4 7 2
10th & NE Bumside

•
•
•
•
•

Wills $30
Divorce $49
Bankruptcy $95
Name-Change $45
Step-Parent Adoption $149

MENTION THIS AD &SAVE $200 Sale $1035

Consumer Sounding Board:
^ o llin s ^ jE r w ii^
SHOWROOM: AMERICAN FURNITURE WHSE

N.E. 33rd & SANDY BLVD.

238-6068

We all have our “MOST WANTED LIST' of music that
we just can't seem to find. If they’re oldies,
oddities, or just plain elusive, we at Music
Millennium are committed to fulfilling your
musical desires.
Millennium is currently THE record store in
Portland that will search out your music. Our
Music Detectives will make hard as nails efforts
to track if down, order it, notify you when we
receive it, or, let you know if it’s impossible to get.
ALL AT NO EXTRA CHARGE!
MILLEbNIUM’S
ML SIC
DETECTIVES

- j...

■ M il | C Z | r “
।

We w ant your p a tro n a g e , a n d w e're
w illing to earn it. Just g iv e us a c a ll or
stop by either lo c a tio n a n d let our c ra c k
te a m o f music d ete ctive s
spring into a ction !

-

M IL L E N N IU M
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EAST PORTLAND
32nd & E Burnside
2318926

NW PORTLAND
21 st & NW Johnson
248-0163

Independent Paralegals
providing a low cost alternative
to the high cost of attorneys.

A W OMAN'S PLACE
OPENS O N BROADWAY!
1431 NE BR O AD W AY
284-1110
N E W HRS: 11-7 M O N D A Y -S ATU R D A Y
12-5 S U N D AY

•
•
•
•
•
•
•

BOOKS
RECORDS & TAPES
CARDS
ART
JEWELRY
STONEWARE
AND MORE . . .

B rid g e to w n R e a lty
2 8 7 -9 3 7 0

2305 N.E. BROADWAY

Full service dentistry
for adults and children

Oregon

Clarice Johnston, DMD
• Treatment explained and discussed
• Nitrous oxide available
• Flexible payment plans
• New patients welcome
• Evenings and Satu rd ays

Museum.
College.
&Film
Center.

Institute

Exhibitions--------------

233-3622
216 NE 20th
(Two blocks North of Burnside)

The Woven and Graphic Art of Anni Albers
E Burnside

July 2 to August 24

Ralston Crawford
July 16 to August 31

VINTAGE AND NEW MATERIALS FOR
THE RESTORATION AND REPAIR OF
YOUR OLD HOUSE OR BUILDING.

Tales of Japan: Scrolls and Prints
from New York Public Library
September 17 to October 26

* LIG H TING
» HARDWARE
« PLUMBING
« MILLWORK
SPECIALIZING IN:

TURN-OF-THE-CENTURY LIGHTING
M O N -S A T 9 - 5 : 3 0

Portland Art Museum, 1219 S.W. Park and Jefferson

9 0 1 N. SKIDM ORE
PORTLAND, OR 97217
5 0 3 -2 4 9 -0 7 7 4

(503) 226-2811

Daniel Sisco, N.D.
Sarah Taylor, Certified Midwife
Gentle Natural Childbirth
House Calls Available
Health Care & Improvement for the Entire Family
Initial Consultation No Charge
S O P H IS T IC A T E D

2328 N.E. F r e m o n t^ r ^

2 8 2 ^2 2 ^

S E L E C T IO N

O F G R E E T IN G

C ARDS

B lu e M o u n ta in A rts • F la v ia • Im p o rts • S ilk s c re e n e d

2 9 1 6

N .E . B R O A D W A Y

•

P O R TLA N D
2 8 4 -4 7 4 1
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BOD Y AND
\ / l arie was middleaged and had only recently lost a few of her
1 V A . more than two hundred pounds when she became involved
with her own body in a rather aesthetically sensual manner.
Though Marie had never been one to confuse bathroom jokes with literature or smut
with art, the process of elimination fascinated her with its qualities of urgency and basic
satisfaction. It was, in fact, one of those rarely spoken experiences fo r (which she had
profound respect. So, although the irony did not escape her, Marie was not shocked to
find herself in a most heart-rending sympathy with the soft smooth surface of her fat
ageing thighs while sitting on the toilet one morning shortly after her 45th birthday—
perhaps it might have been Theresa’s 45th birthday.
Marie wanted to tell Theresa about it so they could roar with laughter before becoming
fascinated by what it might mean over a cup of coffee or a glass of wine. She remem
bered rubbing the thin smoothness of Theresa’s legs, immobile, aching; Theresa saying,
“Oh, that feels so much better” ; but in a few moments needing more morphine and one
more or less pillow under them.

equiescat in pace old friend,” she whispered, devoid of faith. It was true that
JL V a fte r she had removed the catheter, straightened the cold thin legs, removed the
pillows one last time, straightened the sheets, washed the beautiful chiseled face,
penciled in the eyebrow lost to chemotherapy and/or radiation, and closed the eye that
insisted on opening a bit as though peeking at the watchful mourners, Theresa’s body, in
its final stillness, bore a semblance of peace.
“ She is at peace at last, my darling girl,” said the mother.
“ Thank God the agony is over,” said one sister.
“ It looks like she’s smiling at us,” said the other.
So do we create a final peace for our lost companions.
So do we create an end to our own intolerance of pain and
fear of death. Does the pain stop at death? Is the spirit free
of the miserable bondage? It could as well be that like an
amputee the spirit continues to suffer the body’s afflic
tions. Ignorant cowards and lovers, we solve the mystery
otherwise, concluding in perfectly fearful faith that which
we have no way of knowing.

This angle rounding

seemed magnificent t
caressing a reclining
sculpture she experienced hi
o f art. She was overwhelms
pleasure o f her own oeauty.

everal weeks after discovering her thighs, Marie, nervous and bored with undone
U t a s k s at hand, went to her room to change clothes. Disrobed, she lay down on the
bed, experiencing an immediate and remarkable comfort. Lying upon her side with one
big round knee bent, the perfect small foot pressed upon the bed near her hip, she rested
her hand on her waist deep within the curved arc of rib and hip. She ran her hand up her
side, brushing past the small breast to her armpit, then down again into the deep cavity of
waist and on up the smooth high softness of the huge hip, then down the previously
discovered wonder of her thigh.
This angle rounding forth from her waist seemed magnificent to Marie. As though
caressing a reclining Renaissance nude sculpture she experienced herself as a work of
art. She was overwhelmed by the pleasure of her own beauty.
To some unknown, to the priest behind the curtain in her own mind, she confessed her
love of this grand body, this sensuous frame, this “ all too solid flesh” which two score and
five had transported her consciousness. She proclaimed a passionate love of her own
body and the agony and fear of losing it. She prayed to hold body and soul together. She
wept.
Theresa said, several days before she died, “ My spirit is
getting fat,” with some concern—as if a reducing diet
were in order. It was perhaps only an aspect of her integrity
that Theresa was worried about any sort of fatness, for
cancer had quite effectively concluded her lifelong strug
gle against extra weight. For the duration Marie took com
fort in Theresa’s fat spirit, considering it a harbinger of
immortality.
Marie endured migraines for several months after
Theresa’s death. One memorable episode was relieved by
nothing but a near overdose of opiates after two and a half
hours of agony. The pain was so extreme that she was unable to lie still with the wet cold
rag which usually brought relief. She was up and down, taking pills, pacing, then running
amuck.

She knew her body

death, but she did no
really stop. What i f it
throughout eternity?
to the solace o f tradil

f Jeath occurred to Marie as a way out; but, suddenly, she knew with absolute
I S certainty that there was no guarantee the pain would not go on. She knew her body
would look peaceful in death, but she did not know if the pain would really stop. What if it
went on and on throughout eternity? And what if Theresa’s fat spirit had simply taken on
the agony of her wasted body? Marie, aching for a return to the solace of tradition,
yearned for faith.
Upon such frequent occasions of existential discontent, Marie began to console
herself by placing a hand on her waist, if standing, or thigh, if sitting. One of these times
she recalled an awareness of her own dying mother’s body—how beautifully smooth and
soft her mother’s skin seemed, like that of a young girl. This singular, sensual experience
was recalled in Marie’s body as well as in her mind.
Now Marie began to wonder if her recent awareness of the beauty of her own body was
not simply a prefiguration of her own death.
Marie began to be afraid.
Sara Graham is a writer living in Portland.
An illustration in CSQ by artist Marly Stone won first place in the 1985 Sigma Delta Chi
regional journalism competition. She lives in Portland.
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CUSTOM JEWELRY

S how casin g je w e lr y
b y a w a rd -w in n in g
W est C oast d esig n ers,
in a d d itio n to
cu stom w ork b y
our in -h o u se
d e sig n e r goldsm ith s.
Jan G ordon a n d
John Rink.

O’CO NNO R’S

Serving Downtown Portland Since 1934

The Real Mother Goose

Washington Square
620-2243

A Shop & Gallery

S.W. Ninth & Yamhill
223-9510

champagne bistro

CELEBRATE
with
CHAMPAGNE
AT ALBERTS
W - Th
F - Sat
Sun

SW 14th & Morrison
Open 7am

Breakfast • Lunch
Specialty Sandwiches
Soups * Salads
Desserts
Beer • Wine
Here or to go 241-1059

18

Clinton St. Quarterly

212

Monday: Open Mike Poetry
Wednesday: Theater
Thursday: Open Mike Comedy
Friday & Saturday: Live Music
ALL AGES

5 to 12
5 to 1
5 to IO

Southwest
1223-72991

BREAKFAST SPECIAL

7-8:30 a.m. Mon-Sat
2 eggs, hashbrowns, toast or
2 hotcakes, plus coffee —$1.49

Stark
Karin & David Orange

£ aud is eighty-six years old and weighs
ju st that many pounds. She is nearly bald; her
thin, fine, white-gray hair has been rubbed
nearly away by all her years in bed. At her age
she is balding around her genitals as well,
worn and loose where the catheter tube
emerges. She is bare like a young girl, but the
work of decades has left its erosion.
Maud had a stroke years ago, and then an
other and another. She doesn't open her eyes,
never speaks. She is fed with a big plastic sy
ringe that the nurses slip past her resisting
lips; the right amount of pureed chicken or
spinach tickles the back of her tongue and
makes her swallow, involuntarily.
Tonight I discover that Maud has cel
lulitis, an odd but common infection un
der the skin. Her right hip and buttock are
red, swollen, hot; she has a tem perature
of 104 degrees. I call her doctor. He asks
me, “ If you were her granddaughter,
would you want me to treat her?” “ I’m not
her g ra n d d a u g h te r,” I answer. “ You
know,” he sighs, alone in his office, w ant
ing to go home, “ I promised that lady
years ago that I w ouldn’t keep her alive
like th is.” He pauses, and I wait. “ I prom 
ised her.” Eventually he orders an antibi
otic, because of the slight chance M aud’s
infection could spread to another patient,
and her tem perature drops in the eve
ning, and she goes on.
I

am often asked how I can stand my

work, and I know that it is this very going
on that my questioners mean. Not only
the uninitiated, but other nurses and phy
sicians often dislike this “ gutter w ork”
that I do: part-tim e charge nurse in an
old, not very good, urban nursing home,
working w ith the sickest patients, the
ones who w on’t recover from an unfortu
nate age. Some of the nurses I work with
are always looking for a “ b e tte r” job,
c o m p e tin g w ith th o u s a n d s of o th e r
nurses for the hospital positions grown
suddenly scarce in recent years— hospi
tal jobs where patients com e and go,
quickly, and sometim es get well.
I feel a measure of peace here, a sense*,
of belonging, that is rare for me anywhere
else. Partly it is because I know what to
do, because I am com petent here. Over
the years, though, the ease that I’ve felt
since my first job as a nurse’s aide when I
was eighteen has become layered with

fondness, the way one grows used to a
house and its little quirks, the slightly
warped kitchen floor, the sighing upstairs
window. Here all is aslant, and I have to
tilt my head a bit to see it clearly.
Coming in to begin a shift, I pass the
a c tiv ity ro o m , c ro w d e d w ith h u m p 
backed, w hite-haired people asleep in
wheelchairs, facing a man playing the
“ Star-Spangled B a nner” on a musical
saw. In the corner, one upright, perfectly
bald man spins slowly round and round in
his chair, like a wind-up doll, bumping the
wall at last and spinning back the other
way. This is a scene of astonishing absur
dity, and no one is paying any attention to
it. We take it for granted, like the faint,
lin g e rin g sm e ll o f u rin e tin g e d w ith
kitchen steam and disinfectant. I leave
the elevator on the third floor and step
into furnace heat—July w ithout air condi
tioning— and the queer conversation of
the confused that will dog my steps all
evening long. They give me this g ift of
skewed perspective like a g ift of non-Euclidean sight, so that I become as willing
to dip and bend with the motion of a
damaged cortex as a tree in wind. I pass
m edicine room to room, and in each
room the televisions are tuned to the
same channel. For my 4:00 pass, it is
“ P eople’s C o u rt,” p la in tiff and d e fe n 
dant, as I travel down the hall. At 6:00 we
watch “Jeopardy.” “ W hat is the only m ili
tary medal that can be given to noncom
b a ta n ts ? ” asks the host, in M o n te ’s
room ; then I pass next door to Sylvia, and
to g e th e r we g u e s s : “ T he M e d a l of
Honor.” And we are right. Bent over a
task, preoccupied, I am startled by the
peculiar speech of the nerve-worn, its
sudden clarity. Up here each day is the
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sam e, a refrain, and n othing can be
taken for granted, nothing.
I know how many people hate nursing
homes— hate the word, the notion, the
possibility. A friend of mine lives next
door to a local nursing home, and she
tells me she hears people scream ing in
the evening, unseen, their voices leaping
the tall fence between. She assumes the
worst, my friend: that they scream from
neglect, from abusa, from terror. She
says it is a “ terrible place,” never having
been inside. I tell her that in every nursing
home, there are people who scream; that
they scream without warning, at private
phantoms. I ask her where such people
should go, I ask her how she would stop
them from screaming. She listens and I
know sh e is u n c o n v in c e d . N u rs in g
homes are terrible places, she says, and
it is because w hat happens there is
terrible.
(I am sim ilarly fearful around big ma
chinery, in boiler rooms and factories. I
am out of place, adrift, and fear the worst:
is that shower of sparks routine, or does it
signal disaster? W hat is that loud noise?)
I enjoy my work, but I enjoy it in mo
m ents th a t are separated from each
other by long stretches of fatigue and
concentration. I enjoy it best when it’s
over. I catch myself, hot and worn at the
end of the day, hoping the man I keep

like a shot of morphine can break the
spiralling cycle of pain, so can a spiral of
panic be broken— not for my com fort, but
for the com fort of the panicked.
Sadie screams at me from far down the
hall: “ Help! It’s an em ergency!” And she
screams over and over, rocking back and
forth, till I come to see; she leans over
and points at the blazing fire under her
bed, a fire she sees and hears and
smells, raging out of control. I see no fire.
I coo to her, hushing; she babbles on.
Finally I lie beside her on her bed; she is
stiff and yearns to leap up. And, at last, I
go to prepare the syringe: “ From the doc
tor,” I tell her, because Sadie loves her
m edicine, and she falls asleep.
The responsibility is mine, the conse
quences are mine. I have to be sure
about choices no one can be sure about. I
call for nurse’s aides to come and hold
the flailing arm s and legs of Charlie,
more than six feet tall, furious at the world
that confounds him so. He squirm s and
tries to bite me when I hit his hip with the
needle. We all fall across the bed to 
gether, grunting. And I know that the vis
itor, passing by, sees only the force, the
convenience, the terrible thing we have
done to this person: the abduction.
The same is true of the sm ell, ju st
barely there, acrid in the heat. It’s true of
the drooling, the patter of nonsense in

O th e r nurses and physicians often
dislike this "gutter work" that I do:
part-time charge nurse in an old, not
very good, urban nursing home,
working with the sickest patients, the
ones who won't recover from an
unfortunate age.
expecting to die will live until the next
shift. I get irritable, and the clock creeps
past 11:30, past m idnight, and I’m still
sitting with my feet propped up, trying to
decipher my scribbled notes. The un
done tasks, the unexplained events that
want explaining, badger and chafe. And
everybody dies.
/ ^ y

ideals twitch on occasion, like a

dog’s leg in dream. I want no one to lie in
urine a moment, I want every ice pitcher
filled at every moment. For a long while,
for many years, I disliked the use of seda
tives and antipsychotics to knock out the
wound-up chatter of restless, disoriented
souls. The orders read: “ p.r.n. a g ita 
tio n ” — as necessary— and th is is the
nurse's power to ignore, and the power to
mute. So easy to misuse, so simple. But

the dining room. Visitors tremble, know
ing Grandma is here, and wish they had
the courage to bring her home, out of this
awful place.
Could this inadvertent audience, my
patients’ families, see these scenes and
believe me when I say it is a labor of love?
Some do; they bake blueberry pastries
and doughnuts for the nurses, pat us on
the arm, cluck th e ir tongues. “ I d o n ’t
know how you can stand it,” the niece
says, after an afternoon at Aunt Louise’s
bedside.
The difference here is in what we call
love, the gap of definition between their
words and mine. Their burden— and they
seem to really want to know— is a burden
of despair, a personal burden, bred of
fear and impotence in equal amounts.
This personal despair imagines as its op
posite, its anima, a personal love and a
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personal sorrow. The visitor sees May
defecating helplessly on the rug before
anyone can stop her, and it strikes his
identity, his self. It is as though the ob
server himself stood there, revealed. I
have the advantage of knowing May will
forget it in an hour; he does not. In
breathless confession, waiting for the el
evator, the visitor says: “ I pray to God I
die before this happens to me.” I am told
this again and again. “ I pray to God.” A
kind of ego-terror is born, and with unbor
dered empathy comes flight. Suddenly
the sounds and smells oppress, over
whelm. Suddenly it’s time, more than
time, to go.
A labor of love, love for fading people
who dwell in shadows. I am saved from
the need for flight— I am uninjured—be
cause I let them do their own suffering.
This is a cold-sounding excuse, I know.
Call it compassion instead of love. (I.am
surprised, and pleased, just now, to find
that Roget’s Thesaurus lists as a syn
onym for compassion and kindness the
less lofty “ disinterestedness.” I have
learned not to make personal what I see;
not, as it were, to anthropomorphize my
patients' experiences. Just as the wit
ness imagines himself, complete, trans
formed to this place and trapped, so does
he grant full imagination to those who
are. He assumes Maud is aware of her
plight, ruminates on her fate. I grant
Maud plenty, without granting full cog
nizance in her withered brain. Down the
hall from Maud is a man in his forties,
paralyzed from polio, limited to a respira
tor, and he is fully cognizant: no pity for
him, either. Pity makes distance, creates
a separation of witness and participant;
by assuming a person is absorbed in suf
fering, the witness prohibits them from
participation in anything else.
I close the curtains, keep my voice
down, as a point of etiquette as much as
sympathy. I have a spring in my step; I
can see and hear; I can eat and digest

Sadie screams at me from far down
the hall: "Help! It's an emergency!"
She leans over and points at the
blazing fire under her bed, a fire she
sees and hears and smells, raging out
of control. I see no fire. I coo to her,
hushing; she babbles on.
and first is that no one dies when we think
they will, always later. Second, if a person
long ill and silent suddenly comes to life,
he or she will die soon. And last, people
die in threes. Within a day or week of one
death will follow two more. Just last week,
Monte died, days after we’d predicted,
and now Mr. H. down the hall is talking
again, after months of sleep.
Death is anticipated, waited on in sus
pense. It is like waiting in a very long line
that snakes around a corner so you can’t
see the end. When the last breath is
drawn it is startling; here is a breath, and
another, and another. Death is the breath
after the last one. Always fresh, always
solemn, and not unlike a childbirth: the
living let their own held breaths go, and
smile, and in the solemnity is an affirma
tion. Here it is. I stroke the skin so sud
denly and mysteriously waxen. I pull out
tubes and patch holes. I like dead'bodies:
at no other time am I so aware of my own
animation. This isn’t because I am lucky
and this poor fool is not, but because
here before me is the mute, incontroverti
ble evidence. Some force drives these
shells, and it drives me still. I am a wit
ness, an attestant, to a foresworn truth.
Still I have my own despair. For me it is
the things undone that break my back
sometimes, the harried rush with people
ca llin g , and all those unexplained

I have learned not to make personal
what I see; not, as it were, to
anthropomorphize my patients'
experiences. Ju st as the witness
imagines himself, complete,
transformed to this place and trapped,
so does he grant full imagination to
those who are.
and control my urine, and I know these
for the blessings they are. I am young
enough, still, to take care of the old. But
these are the most transient of graces,
these graces of health, and I might lose
them all tomorrow if the brakes fail. Old
and sick comes later—but it comes.
I

I

ere everybody dies. We tell black

jokes (I laugh and laugh at a cartoon of an
old man sitting up in bed, surrounded by
impatient doctors: “ These are my last
words,” the old man says. “ No, these are
my last words. No, no, w a it.. . . ”) We
have a three-part mythos of death here,

and get back to work.
I have to remember to temper my criti
cism of the aides, who work at least as
hard as I do in a job of numbing repetition
and labor. Hardest to remember When so
much is left unfinished is what I have
managed to do. I think I’ve been of no
help at all, and then realize how little help
I’d be if I got discouraged and quit. Every
task, no matter how late, every kind word,
no matter how brief, makes a difference.
In my first job as an aide I cared for a
Swedish woman named Florence, who

she looked up from where she sprawled
and said, “ Don’t stop trying, dear.”
Don’t stop trying. This is far from the
best nursing home. It isn’t the worst. I
rant, jump to complain, go home frus
trated. It should be better. But the sheets
are changed, people are fed, for the most
part each one is treated with kindness—
a clumsy, patronizing kindness at times,
but many of them don’t discriminate
these fine points. Kindness is enough.
Thousands, hundreds of thousands of
people have joined these ranks, saved.
There is no place to go but on, and on.
I like dead people and all their appren
ticed fellows like Maud, who, slowly, is
learning to die. And I like this place, with
its cockeyed, terpsichorean logic. I will
feed Maud her squirts of puree and a few
minutes later Sadie will announce she is
the Queen of Germany, and requires
royal treatm ent. Celia will cough up
blood, and, as I consider my options, I will
hear distant bedrails shake, the curses,
the rhythmic, pattering singsong. Some
times the borders shift even further. I
spraw l across $ bed, fid d lin g w ith

Death is the breath after the last one.
The living let their own held breaths
go, and smile, and in the solemnity is
an affirmation. I like dead bodies: at
no other time am I so aware of my
own animation. I am a witness, an
attestant, to a foresworn truth.
had only one leg. She was happy and
confused, and didn’t know she’d lost her
limb. Time and again she would try to
walk, and fall. I tied her in her chair, in her
bed, and over and over she managed to
untie herself and fall, thud, to the hard tile
floor. She was always surprised. Exaspe
rated at last, I stood over her and asked,
“ What am I going to do with you?” And

events. I wish we could ferret out the
meaning in all this chaos, talk it out. No
time—sometimes the ice pitchers are dry
all night. Last week I had a shift like this,
split in the middle by an impatient doctor
who snapped his fingers at me and
tapped his toe in frustration at my slow
ness. An hour later another doctor
dropped by, and I asked her to see a new
patient, with a minor but uncomfortable
problem. She refused, and then ex
plained. “ Medicine is the kind of job
where you have to be really careful not to
let people take advantage of you,” she
said. “ Somebody always wants some
thing.” And all I could do was look at her,

Roberta’s leaking catheter, trying to dis
entangle her fingers from hair. The tube
feeding drips on my leg. Who is keeper,
who is kept? This is the Marx Brothers all
grown up, slapstick matured, life imitat
ing art imitating life. Down the hall the
Greek Chorus begins, explaining the
meaning and the mystery as the melo
dramatic story limps along.

ern Hospital— McGraw Hill, an excerpt from
which appeared as “Triptych” in the Spring
‘86 CSQ. She lives in Portland.
Artist Mary Robben is a frequent contrib
utor to CSQ. She lives in Portland.

"W E ARE AMUSED”

C a fe & D e lic a te s s e n
4 0 4 S.W. 10th P o rtla n d

CATERING SPECIALISTS
Weddings, Anniversaries
and special occasions.

Looking Gives Bookstore

J IS

Ita lia n S p e c ia ltie s
W in e B a r • C h e e s e s ■ S a n d w ic h e s
D esserts • S a la d s • Su ndries

st.

THE MARTINOTTI FAMILY

ARMAND-DIXIE
FRANK-VINCE
CECELIA-DIONE
EDDIE

Portland OR.

2.2.7^760

THE

S E W IM
C IR C LE
Handmade and
Fine Old Clothing
FOR MEN & W O M EN

Vintage
Resale
Hand Sewn
Vintage & Estate
Clothing Appraisals

227-7985

1034 S.W. 3rd
un b e l g io rn o

20

Clinton St.

224*9028

Mon-Sat 11-6

BREITENBU SH
HEALING RETREAT

COMMUNIT Y)*
CONFERENCE CENTER

PERSONAL RETREATS:

$ 2 5 -3 0 I person I day includes
cabin accom m odations, 3 vegetarian meals, 24-hour use of hot
springs.

Visit Jonicole Vineyards Daily 11:00 to 5:00

WORKSHOPS:

Write to us for complete schedule. Some of
our workshops include:

July 11-13 The Way o f the Chumash Sham an
July 18-20 Music for a Small Planet—globally conscious
musicians. Workshop & Concert.
August 3-7 International Permaculture Conference with
Masahobu Fukuoka, Bill Mollison.
August 17-22 Tai Chi Camp

Use Exit 119
'/’ mile from Interstate-5

Roseburg, O R 97470
4 9 1 Winery Lane
(503) 679-5771

ChildREN
The BOOK BARN FOR
& THEIR FRIENDS
QUALITY BOOKS FOR CHILDREN

OLD GROWTH FOREST:
We’ve built 2 new trails through oldgrowth forest— One through a
spotted owl habitat area. We’re
working with ONRC & our local
Ranger District to build new trail &
preserve the remaining old-growth
forest.

West Coast Conference on
Socialism & Activism;

Progressive Politics
in a
Conservative Era
Ju ly 25-27
University of California, Berkeley
Wheeler Auditorium
Featured speakers include:

Bernie Sanders, Socialist Mayor of
Burlington, Vt.
Jack O'Dell, Leading strategist of the
National Rainbow Coalition
Barbara Ehrenreich, Co-Chair — Democratic
Socialists of America
Anne Braden, Southern Organizing Committee

PR IN TIN G
DESIGN
CALLIGRAPHY
INFORMATION: Please contact us about workshops, visits, & joining us for
work exchange or residency. RESERVATIONS REQUIRED.

BREITENBU SH COMMUNITY
P.O. BOX 578 • Detroit, OR 97342
(503) 854-3501

Sponsored by The Guardian, The Progressive,
Socialist Review, Plexus, El Tecolote, Coming Upl

7 7 4 0 SW CAPITOL HWY
IN MULTNOMAH

R egistration:

246-1942

$15 Advance ($20 at the door)
$ 1 0 Students, Unemployed

Mail to:
Conference, 7 Aztec S t , San Francisco, CA 94110

Breitenbush is 60 miles east of Salem off Hiway 22.

Extensive Wine List

6175 SW LOMBARD BEAVERTON
6 4 3 -5 2 5 2

LUNCH T-F 11 to 2
DINNER T-SAT 5:30 to 9:30

NAS?
BANANEED

"WE DON'T
NO STINKEEN '
BANANAS!"

W? need walls; the big, blank, empty kind. You know the
kind we mean; dull, ugly, faded, peeling walls. The kind we
need to paint and paint with huge strokes of color and
craziness.
No. they won't be signs; ugh! or roses; bleech! They'll be landmarks, recognizable from anywhere. Vk’ve done them for
little companies and big companies, for TV and for ourselves, and we can do one for you.
So the next time you see bananas, remember, we don't paint bananas anym ore— we are bananas!

R a my d a y Flow ers
FLOWERS MAKE PEOPLE HAPPY
REMEMBER US FOR MOTHER'S DAY
PROMS • GRADUATION S
SUMMER WEDDINGS
• distinctive flower arrangements
fresh garden flowers • Hawaiian tropicals
• delivery available • order by phone
• flowers sent around the world
N O W TW O LOCATIONS TO SERVE YO U SEVEN DAYS A WEEK

Loehmann's Plaza
VISA

641-7229

Yamhill Marketplace
MC

248-9524
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HOW to RELATE to HANDICAPPED PEOPLE
In the past, handicapped people weren't an issue
■because they weren’t seen around much. They
were “ shut-ins.”
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Today, handicapped people
Today, handicapped people are more visible than ever. Yet people are
■often still uncomfortable aroi
around them. In an attempt to be appropriate,
people tend to overcompensate.
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When should you help a handicapped person? (Many people

■

■have expressed anxiety regarding this issue.) Basically, you
must use your own judgement.

I f Don’t be afraid to ask questions—children are
I f ■spontaneous and uninhibited in their curiosity.
Take a lesson from them . . . .
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Handicapped people can be helpful to you

■sometimes. Let them! Handicapped folks get
a special sense of usefulness when they are on the
helping end of a situation.
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Over the years, many myths have arisen. Here

■are a few we've heard one too many times!

I f I I I , f y o u e n i°y a handicapped per
i l 111 ason s company, what’s next?
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ow that you’ve brought yourself up to date, let’s review what you've learned.
(For correct answers to these questions, send
the address below.)
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Odds ‘n’ Ends—How to communicate
# \ « w i t h someone who has a speech
problem.
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(Change Attitudes— Stay Healthy)
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Send donations to:
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Portland, OR 97208
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HABROMANIA introduces a new
store at 1924 NE Broadway!

RESTAURANT

HRBRWIW
5Q's-60’s furniture and accessories
80 's Deco
12-7 • Wednesday-Saturday
(or by appointment)
287-4381

U nique a n d Exotic Chinese cuisine
specializing in spicy dishes
from H u n a n a n d Szechuan Provinces
M oderately Priced.

. COLUMBIA RIVER
BREWERY
1313 N.W. MARSHALL
241'7179'

515 S.W. Broadway

2 2 4 -8 0 6 3

Free parking after 6:00 p.m .

Our downtown store has
new hours!

M organ’s Alley Building
10th & Washington

City Center Parking

11-6 • Monday-Thursday
12-6 • Friday and Saturday
(or by appointment)

VISIT O U R NEW RESTAURANT

PUB HOURS
TUES-THURS 4-10 PM
FRI 4-11 PM
SAT 12-11 PM
SUN 12-6 PM

316 S.W. 9th
223-0767

H UNAN GARDEN • 1 1 8 1 4 N.E. STH ST • BELLEVUE, WA.

Cask Conditioned Ale is:

C O L U M B IA

• R IV E R

’ G O R G E

;

flte hatufofLewis an/darf

“brewed from traditional
ingredients (malted barley, hops,
pure water, & yeast), matured by
secondary fermentation in the
container from which it is
dispensed, & served without the
use o f extraneous carbon dioxide. ”

Visit the Source:

H e a lth y
F a st
Food

W e are one o f only 2 'Pubs in
America serving true cask
conditioned ale. Brewed on the
premises by Oregon’s original
microbrewery.

Distributed by United Beer Dist. Co.
(503) 232-1178

• Owned & operated by Port of Cascade Locks, Oregon •

3338 sw corbett portland
227 4531

From the historical port of C ascade Locks,
enter a world of river legend, romance & scenic
splendor. Enjoy on-boat narration that brings
the past to life, complete with authentic turnof-the-century atmosphere. Relax & become a
kid again as the boat sails & the rhythm of the
paddlewheel enchants you.
"THE COLUMBIA GORGE” Stemwheeler:

• 45 min. E. of Ptld. on 1-84
• Fresh air decks or comfortable in
side seating with a view
• Rich wildlife experience
No reservations required on day ex
cursions

223-3928
Private group charters for
conventions or celebrations
also.

‘fo r memories that ask to be shared!'

SUPPORT YOUR
FAVORITE

Sunset Dinner Cruises
Th-Sat at 7pm
$24.50/Reservations reqd.

Sunday Brunch Cruise

BY
SUBSCRIBING TO

10am/$18 Reservations Reqd.

Delightful Day Excursions
7 days/week at 10am/12:30pm/3pm
from Cascade Locks
Adults $9/Chlrn 4-12 $5/Under 4 Free

PERSONAL INJURIES
"DON'T FIGHT THE SYSTEM ALONE”
Have a skilled trial attorney help you
obtain the fair settlement you deserve.
DIVORCE • PROBATE • ESTATE • WILLS
CRIMINAL LAW • REAL ESTATE • CONSUMER

FREE FIRST CONSULTATION
Late Hour & Weekend Attorneys
On Call

SANDERS, DIXON, NICHOLLS & FRIEDMAN
OF COUNSEL— NORMAN LECERNES & ROBERTA SIEGEL

1020 SW TAYLOR ST.
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s the plane to San Salvador banks over the lush volcanoZ A pocked landscape, the first-time visitor apprehensively
imagines the world he is about to step into. Pictures of buz
zards picking their way through human body dumps, death
squads brandishing machine guns and speeding through
sleepy towns in jeeps, jostle the mind with the other images
that have become our stereotype of the tragedy in Central
America. Yet on the taxi drive from the airport over the moun
tains to the capital things appear quiet. The excruciating pov
erty is still visible but the revolution and civil war that had
pushed El Salvador to the brink only a few years ago seem
remote.

story and ph° l ° s
S

Matt W orker

San Salvador is a city of extremes—tin
and cardboard shanties line the steep
slopes of the barranca (ravine) that skirts
the “Metro Center,” a sprawling air-condi
tioned mall complete with supermarkets
and a McDonalds. Across town the public
market offers a sharp contrast—a laby
rinth of plastic covered stalls where
queso fresco (soft country cheese) is
stacked up next to baskets of live igua
nas, freshly butchered pigs and turtle
eggs. The flies, smells and crush of peo
ple in the intense wet heat are almost
overwhelming.
Wandering through both markets it is
easy to forget this is a country at war with
itself. The constant drone of helicopters
and truckloads of troops are everywhere.
Periodically, the bombing of the coun
tryside can be heard in the city, but it
easily passes for thunder. But the war is
distant.
The brutally chaotic days of death
squads and massacres by uniformed
troops have given way to something new.
After six years in the spotlight of North
American media and nearly $2 billion in
U.S. aid and advice, the Salvadoran mili
tary has learned how to conduct a war
without getting on the wrong side of world
opinion. At the same time, the military’s
control of El Salvador’s “democratic" gov
ernment and of the civilian population
seems more far-reaching than ever. The
war is clearly not over; both sides admit it
is stalemated. But its character has
changed dramatically. It is no longer
solely a military conflict.

k

Inside

l \ / l ariona, the national men’s prison,
J .V J L offers insights into the shifting
sands of the civil war. On the road out of
town to the Guazapa Volcano, its cement

walls and military guards make it look not
unlike a factory in this armed nation. On
visiting days its tall metal gates are
jammed with relatives pf the inmates lin
ing up with baskets of food, live chickens
and pupusas —the om nipresent Sal
vadoran staple somewhere between a
ravioli and a tamale. Despite a spec
tacular attack/breakout by the guerrillas
last spring, security at Mariona seems
lax. Gatekeepers confiscate cameras
and tape-recorders, but let the families’
food baskets and care packages inside
basically intact.
Inside, the prison feels more like a Ka
sbah than a penal institution. Prisoners
sell everything from handmade toys and
baskets to cigarettes and pupusas. This
swirling free market is operated from little

teach classes ranging from basic literacy
through Marxist political theory. They
maintain their own code of discipline and
field a soccer team, Equipo Faribundo
Marti, currently tops in the prison league.
The prison director appreciates the or
derly side of COPPES’ organizing efforts.
He hopes to encourage the common pris
oners to organize themselves along the
same lines, though he admits he’s not
sure, how to in s till the “ social con
sciousness" that seems to be the essen
tial ingredient;
Mariona is a microcosm —in the same
way COPPES has struggled to carve out
a liberated zone against the wishes of the
prison authorities, much of the civilian
population of El Salvador has organized
to create a small opening for change in a

Inside, the prison feels more like a Kasbah
than a penal institution. Prisoners sell
everythingfrom handmade toys and
baskets to cigarettes and pupusas.
stalls, from blankets stretched out on the
ground, or just out of grimy pockets. This
doesn't prepare the visitor for the political
prisoners’ cell block, which stands apart
from the common prisoners’ free trade
zone.
A banner proclaims the committee of
political prisoners —COPPES —which
runs the cell block. Surprisingly formal
inmates usher guests into the commit
tee’s offices. COPPES was formed sev
eral years ago and through a bitter series
of hunger strikes won administrative con
trol, which is now so complete that prison
guards are no longer allowed inside.
These political prisoners operate their
own medical clinic and kitchen. They

system dominated by a small oligarchy
for 200 years. This domination has taken
on a democratic face in the last two
years, and even assuming the best of
President Jose Napoleon Duarte’s inten
tions, the country is still controlled by the
oligarchy's long-term partner, the military.
Mariona figures prominently as a link in
the chain that imprisons the rest of Sal
vadoran society.
Today, in the strange arithm etically
cold logic of body counts, things do ap
pear to be improving. Instead of the
monthly tabulations of literally hundreds
of corpses that would turn up in the
streets or in body dumps like El Playon
during the early eighties, deliberate kill
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Deliberate killings o f civilians by security
forces and death squads have now been
reined in to a "palatable" 20 or so a month.
While few er are being killed, more are
being put into the prison system.

ings of civilians by security forces and
death squads have now been reined in to
a “palatable" 20 or so a month. While
fewer are being killed, more are being put
into the prison system. Mariona’s political
prisoner section has grown from 660 in
January, 1986 to 850 in May. Many of
these inmates would have simply turned
up dead a few years ago, but now the
military knows it’s just as effective to salt
them away in Mariona. Unless there’s a
dead body involved, the foreign press
doesn’t seem to care.
These days, while still struggling with
the armed opposition, the military has
increasing interest in co ntrolling or
squelching civilian organizations op
posed to government policies. Of the 850
political prisoners in Mariona, less than
50 were armed when they were captured,
although all stand accused of being
members of the guerrilla coalition, the
FMLN. In fact, most prisoners had been
active in unions, campesino groups work
ing for land reform (which has ground to a
com plete halt), church, student and
human rights advocacy groups. These
affiliations don’t daunt the government,
which system atically extracts forced
confessions as proof of guerrilla control
of these same organizations.

Decree 50
n 1980 a state of siege was declared
which has since been codified by Pres

ident Duarte as Decree 50. It allows the
Salvadoran security forces to hold any
one 15 days incommunicado, though on
the eighth day a delegate from the Inter
national Committee of the Red Cross can
visit. Anything said or signed during this
time can and will be used against the
detainee, no matter how it may have
been extracted. Consider the case of cur
rent Mariona prisoner Brigido Sanchez, a
59-year-old catechist, who has lived in
refugee camps for the past eight years
since the war displaced him from his
rural home. He now shares a cell with 11
other men.
Last year Sanchez decided to join the
International Peace March through Cen
tral America on its Salvadoran leg. He
supported the March’s call for peace
through dialogue, which ironically was
Duarte’s main platform plank in his 1984
p re sid e n tia l cam paign. On his way
home, Sanchez was picked up by the
National Guard and taken to their main
garrison. He recently recounted:
“I spent 10 days with the National
Guard, in a small cell alone. I had no
water and the light was always on,
24 hours a day. I was blindfolded with
my thumbs tied together and hand
cuffed for the first five days. Every
time I tried to fall asleep they would
come in and ask me things: my
name, over and over; they’d insult
me and tell me they were going to kill

STOP
SMOKING

IN 2 ONE-HOUR SESSIONS
• UNION CERTIFIED
HYPNOTHERAPISTS
• STOP COUGHING,
HAVE MORE ENERGY
• WITHOUT GAINING WEIGHT

SAM MC MAINS

CALL FOR INFO ON
ADDITIONAL SERVICES

THE W IN N IN G EDGE
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me. They shined a bright light in my
eyes, and they would take my elbows
and push my hands against my ears
very hard. . . . They wanted me to
make a statement about the “true
objectives” of the Central American
Peace March. They wanted me to
take responsibility for burning the
city hall in El Monte de C uscatlanmy hometown —and also to take re
sponsibility for deaths in 1980 of
some people in my town, and to say
that I belonged to a political-military
organization.
“I finally agreed to accept all these
charges, after all of this, because I
knew this was the objective of all the
beatings and interrogations. Satur
day they made me sign a statement,
but I couldn’t hold the pen because I
was having problems with my nerves
and couldn't stop shaking, so one of
the guards held my hand and signed
my name for me.”
In the worst tradition of Latin American
justice, Brigido Sanchez’ treatment at the
hands of the National Guard was proper
and acceptable according to Salvadoran
law under Decree 50. Then there's the
case of Humberto Centeno, the Interna
tional Affairs Secretary of Salvador’s tele
communications union, ASSTEL. In re
sponse to a strike against the national
telephone/telegraph company, Centeno
and his two sons were kidnapped from
their home on Novembers, 1985. Heavily
armed men in civilian clothes forced
bags over their heads, tied their thumbs
behind their backs and threw them in the
back of a pick up. They were taken to
Treasury Police headquarters.
Humberto Centeno was released, but
his sons were handed over to Captain
Cartagena, the chief interrogator. For the
next six days, Jose (21) and Jaime (18)
were forced to stand naked and were de
nied food and sleep. They were beaten,
kicked in the ribs and groin and struck on
the ears. They were immersed in tanks
filled with excrement and urine. The noto
rious capucha—a rubber hood filled with
lime—was held over their head to the
p oint of a sph yxia tion , and e le c tric
shocks were applied to their arms, legs
and groins. Much of this was done while
the other was forced to watch. They were
told screams from adjoining cells came
from other family members who’d also
been captured.
Finally, when told that their father was
dying and would be denied medical at
tention unless they cooperated, the
brothers agreed to sign prepared confes
sions. They were accused of being mem
bers of the FMLN and also of having
taken part in the kidnapping of an Air
Force colonel in October, 1985. They
were then cleaned up, given coats and
ties and forced to make a videotaped
confession durin g w hich they also
pleaded with the union to end its strike.
The union saw this as an attempt at
blackmail and refused to give in. After
two more “press conferences," the Cen
te no b ro th e rs were tra n s fe rre d to
Mariona.
The government is increasingly using
the electronic media to carry out its offen
sive against opposition groups. This May,
Luz Alfaro Pena of the Non-Governmen

tal Human Rights Commission (C.D.H.)
was used on television to taint the
C.D.H., the Committee of Mothers of the
Disappeared and the Catholic Church,
among others.
The classical, physically brutalizing
torture the Centeno brothers experi
enced has been perfected by the Sal
vadoran military with the help of Argen
tine, Chilean and Taiwanese advisors.
But both the Red Cross and Socorro Jurid ic o —an independent human rights
monitoring group—acknowledge less ev
idence of physical torture and more ac
counts of psychological techniques.
Deprivation of sleep, food and water, “re
strained beatings,” mock executions and
being forced to stand naked, all inter
spersed over eight days and nights, can
break a person’s spirit as effectively as
more heavy-handed treatment. Done un
der the supervision of a military doctor,
once Vie swelling of arms and legs has
gone down there are no marks, scars or
other traceable damage that could later
prove embarassing. Many recent Mar
iona arrivals spoken with testified to just
this sort of psychological torture. Several
also mentioned being given coffee laced
with some kind of drug, after which none
remember what happened or what they
said.
Such treatment of POWs during the
Korean War outraged the U.S. military.
Back then we were calling it brainwash
ing. Today in El Salvador, a high level U.S.
military advisor wasn’t losing much sleep
over the same techniques being meted
out to Salvadoran civilians. “It’s a policy
issue about whether or not four days of
sleep deprivation represents torture." He
lamented the fact that “they really have
only 15 days to get everything we need
out of the detainees before they go on to
Mariona and are out of reach.”
The very fact that these people are
surviving their detention at all is pointed
to as an improvement of the human rights
situation. Th(s view is very popular within
the U.S. Embassy, a concrete compound
dug in behind a series of high walls and
fences sheathed in a special chain-link
skin to guard against rocket attacks. In
side this bunker, the foreign service of
ficer assigned specifically to monitoring
human rights concerns follows the Sal
vadoran press accounts of killings and
mistreatment by the military, and then
cooks up statistics which become proof
that “things are returning to normal.” (The
Salvadoran Fourth Estate is as indepen
dent as the nation's judiciary—the C.D.H.
and the Committee of the Mothers of the
Disappeared have to buy advertising
space to obtain news coverage.) Only
congressional pressure causes anyone
to venture out to investigate specific
cases, those concerning North Ameri
cans or the rare Salvadorans whose
plight has caused a stir in the U.S. press.

O ff the Air
t —t I Salvador has slipped off the front
A l p a g e s and out of the network news,
no longer the ratings grab it briefly was.
Part of the greatly reduced press cover
age is certainly due to much tighter con-
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trol over the movements and access of
the press corps in El Salvador, who have
a difficult time getting out of the capital
unless it's on a government-conducted
junket. But more fundam entally, the
shape of the war is no longer the simple
and violent sort of story that neatly fits the
format of those compiling our news. The
change is not accidental, but by design—
the distillation of the Pentagon’s experi
ence during and since Vietnam. The
newly sanitized war in El Salvador has
shifted into a more grueling, less vo
raciously violent mode —low-intensity
conflict.
It’s a far more sophisticated and light
handed approach to contending with rev
olution in the Third World than direct mili
tary intervention. Many concerns about
our policies in Central America revolve
around it becoming another Vietnam.
O ddly enough, these co ncerns are
shared by the Pentagon. One mistake
the U.S. military feels it made in South
east Asia was giving largely free rein to
the press. P ictures of our boys in
bodybags and napalm fires on the eve
ning news helped mobilize domestic op
position. The smart military man’s re
sponse to this threat is twofold: first, keep
the jo u rn a lis ts out of the fie ld a l
together—the news blackout of the inva
sion of Grenada was a proving ground —
and second, maintain levels of conflict
below the point that they draw the atten
tion of the press. It means digging in for a
longer war of lesser intensity, one step
back to take two steps forward, a war that
can be maintained without interference
from the home front.
This also fits into the other side of the
lesson of Vietnam, the need to win over
the hearts and minds of those within a
country at war. Overwhelming superiority
in a conventional military sense does not
guarantee victory in wars that are less for
territory than for the loyalty or obedience
of a people. As Col. John Waghelstein,
Commander of the Army’s Seventh Spe
cial Forces explains, “This type of conflict
involves political, economic and psycho
logical warfare with the military being a
distant fourth in many cases. It’s total war
on the grassroots level.” Instead of pursu
ing a quick and perhaps fleeting victory
by wielding the big military stick, a lasting
triumph is only secured by commiting to
a more all-encompassing strategy that
recognizes insurgency as permanent
ideological warfare.
The lesson is beginning to be learned
by the Salvadoran Army, which has modi
fied its conduct of the war in the coun
tryside. Operation Phoenix, appropri
ately named for the grandaddy of all
counterinsurgency operations in Viet
nam, opened with the customary heavy
aerial bom bardm ent and sweeps of
ground troops into the area around the
Guazapa Volcano, a pivotally important,
guerrilla-controlled zone 30 kilometers
north of San Salvador. The ground troops
didn’t pull out this time after burning
homes and crops, but instead waited for
the civilian population to reappear, which
due to a long history of massacres by
these same troops was not something
the civilians would do willingly.
During these operations the civilians
withdraw to tatus, caves they’ve dug into

the slopes of the volcano stocked with
enough food and water to get them
through the 4-7 days the Army would usu
ally devote to these scorched earth
sweeps. But in the case of Phoenix, the
Army moved in to stay and waited the
civilians out.
When people emerged to replenish
their supplies they were apprehended by
the occupying troops. To their surprise
they weren’t killed but instead rounded
up in holding areas where officers from
the Army’s psy-ops division told them that
the military was now their friend and that
they should cooperate. The campesinos
were then loaded into helicopters and
airlifted to refugee camps in and around
the capital where they joined the nearly
half m illion desplazados —displaced
people. It’s estimated that another one
million Salvadorans have fled the country
entirely. Operation Phoenix netted the
Army 1,000 campesinos who were forci
bly relocated in this manner.
This “civic action program” is modeled
after experiences elsewhere. In the case
of El Salvador, the scorched earth opera
tions are followed up with Army-run medi
cal and dental clinics, passing candy out
to kids, and generally tailoring economic
and humanitarian relief to support the
low-intensity strategy. Douglas Blaufarb,
former CIA station chief, explained how
U.S. aid is tied into the military pacifica
tion program:
“All of this was done under the
rubric of refugee emergency as
sistance, resettlement and rural de
velopment in order to conform to AID
(Agency for International Develop
ment) categories of approved ac
tivity. In actual fact, it constituted the
civilian front of an unconventional
war which could not have been pros
ecuted without the aid program.”
The more coercive side of such an un
conventional war falls to the military and
police forces. If economic assistance
programs and other forms of “ nation
building” fail to cobpt civilian opposition,
then it's important that alternative nation
builders not be given the space to orga
nize. This strategy underlies the Sal
vadoran government’s offensive against
union, student and human rights groups
and the Catholic Church, and what ulti
mately puts individuals like the Centeno
brothers in Mariona.

Building Democracy
ZA s the economy of El Salvador conJ. A tin ue s to fail and unrest begins to
boil again, this sort of repression be
comes more essential to the govern
ment’s survival. This year, aside from the
$513 million in aid (85 percent of which
goes to the military), the U.S. Congress is
also considering directing an additional
$22 million to the Salvadoran police
forces. This would be the first such aid
since direct support of foreign police
forces was banned in 1974 after U.S.
involvement in torture and assassination
by the police in such places as Iran,
Uganda and Vietnam came to light.
This time around, the police aid comes
in the currently popular form of “counter-
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Instead o f pursuing a quick and perhaps
fleeting victory by wielding the big military
stick, a lasting triumph is only secured by
committing to a more all-encompassing
strategy that recognizes insurgency as
permanent ideological warfare.

terrorist” support which, according to its
sponsors, is designed to help profes
sionalize the police and aid them in their
fight against urban terrorists. The killings
of U.S. Marines in San Salvador’s Zona
Rosa in June, 1985 is provided as a ra
tionale. The police forces already re
ceived $4.5 million to prime the pumps
from monies reprogramnmed this year
from military assistance funds.
At the end of May the Duarte adminis
tration arrested 10 leaders from four
prominent human rights organizations
and accused them of being terrorists. If
the $22 million in direct assistance to the
police is approved, such tactics are
bound to increase.
The question facing policy makers,
and finally all of us, is how far we can go in
aiding and directing the erection of an
other police state in El Salvador and still
delude ourselves that we are also build
ing and supporting the cause of democ
racy. The discrepancy is currently ac
cepted much the same way that we
accept different standards in our eco
nomic relations with the Third World.
Products that we’ve banned at home—
Daikon shields, DDT, and other chem
icals, foods and pharmaceuticals we’ve
found too dangerous to live with —are
dumped on overseas markets. We seem
willing to export retrogade political sys

tems that similarly would not be tolerated
at home. At the heart of the problem is an
attitude that clouds the way the U.S.
views, and relates to, the rest of the lessdeveloped world. One Embassy staffer,
voicing her reluctance to get overly con
cerned about deaths and detentions, ex
posed her deepest feelings about the
people of this Third World nation:
“The Salvadoran culture is a vio
lent one that also has big problems
with alcoholism. If you should see a
body lying in the gutter, I wouldn’t get
upset. It’s probably just some poor
drunk. . . . After all, you can’t just
push a button or something and
have th e m tu rn A n g lo -S a x o n
overnight.”
This disregard for the lives and hopes
of our neighbors may ultimately bear a
heavy cost. Just as the DDT we’ve ban
ned from our shores is now returning in
our food and showing up in our water, the
sordid political ideologies we tolerate
and cultivate overseas may unfortu
nately also find their way home.
Artist Matt Wuerker has recently visited El
Salvador. A former Portland resident, he
now lives in Los Angeles where he works
with El Rescate, a project for Central Ameri
can refugees.
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"2 V o w . . - T h is ”
American humorist H. Allen Smith once suggested that of all the
;■ worrisome words in the English language, the scariest is “ uh oh,” as
when a physician looks at your X-rays, and with knitted brow says,
“ Uh bh..’-1 should like to suggest that the words “ N ow. . . this” are as
ominous as any, all the more so because they are spoken without
knitted brow— indeed, with a kind of idiot’s delight. The phrase, if
that’s What it may be called, adds to our grammar a new part of
spe^pn, a-conjunction that does not connect anything to anything
but does the opposite: separates everything from everything. As
such, it serves as a compact metaphor for the discontinuities in so
much that passes for public discourse in present-day America.

“ Now. . .this” is commonly used on ra
dio and television newscasts to indicate
that what one has just heard or seen has
no relevance to what one is about to hear
or see, or possibly to anything one is ever
likely to hear or see. The phrase is a
means of acknowledging the fact that the
world as mapped by the speeded-up
electronic media has no order or mean
ing and is not to be taken seriously. There
is no murder so brutal, no earthquake so
devastating, no p olitical blunder so
costly—for that matter, no ball score so
tantalizing or weather report so threaten
ing—that it cannot be erased from our
minds by a newscaster saying, “ Now .
th is .” The new scaster m eans th a t
you have thought long enough on the
previous matter (approximately forty-five
seconds), that you must not be morbidly
preoccupied with it (let us say, for ninety
seconds), and that you must now give
your attention to another fragment of
news or a commercial.
Television did not invent the “ Now. . .
this” world view. It is the offspring of
the intercourse between telegraphy and

photography. But it is through television
that it has been nurtured and brought to a
perverse maturity. For on television,
nearly every half hour is a discrete event,
separated in content, context, and emo
tional texture form what precedes and
follows it. In part because television sells
its time in seconds and minutes, in part
because television must use images
rather than words, in part because its
audience can move freely to and from the
television set, programs are structured
so that almost each eight-minute seg
ment may stand as a complete event in
itself. Viewers are rarely required to carry
over any thought or feeling from one par
cel of time to another.
Of course, in television’s presentation
of the “ news of the day,” we may see the
“ Now. . .this” mode of discourse in its
boldest and most embarrassing form.
For there, we are presented not only with
fragmented news but news without con
text, without consequences, without
value, and therefore without essential se
riousness; that is to say, news as pure
entertainment.

Consider, for example, how you would
proceed if you were given the opportunity
to produce a television news show for any
station concerned to attract the largest
possible audience. You would, first,
choose a cast of players, each of whom
has a face that is both “ likable” and
“ credible.” Those who apply would, in
fact, submit to you their eight-by-ten
glossies, from which you would eliminate
those whose countenances are not suit
able for nightly display. This means that
you will exclude women who are not
beautiful or who are over the age of fifty,
men who are bald, all people who are
overweight or whose noses are too long
or whose eyes are too close together. You
will try, in other words, to assemble a cast
of talking hair-do’s. At the very least, you
will want those whose faces would not be
unwelcome on a magazine cover.
Christine Craft has just such a face,
.and so she applied for a co-anchor posi
tion on KMBC-TV in Kansas City. Accord
ing to a lawyer who represented her in a
sexism suit she later brought against the
station, the management of KMBC-TV
“ loved Christine’s look.” She was accord
ingly hired in January 1981. She was
fired in August 1981 because research
indicated that her appearance “ ham

pered viewer acceptance.” What exactly
does “ hampered viewer acceptance”
mean? And what does it have to do with
the news? Hampered viewer acceptance
means the same thing for television news
as it does for any television show: View
ers do not like looking at the performer. It
also means that viewers do not believe
the performer, that she lacks credibility.
In the case of a theatrical performance,
we have a sense of what that implies: The
actor does not persuade the audience
that he or she is the character being por
trayed. But what does lack of credibility
imply in the case of a news show? What
character is a co-anchor playing? And
how do we decide that the performance
lacks verisimilitude? Does the audience
believe that the newscaster is lying, that
what is reported did not in fact happen,
th a t som ething im p o rta n t is being
concealed?
It is frightening to think that this may be
so, that the perception of the truth of a
report rests heavily on the acceptability
of the newscaster. In the ancient world,
there was a tradition of banishing or kill
ing the bearer of bad tidings. Does the
television news show restore, in a curious
form, this tradition? Do we banish those
who tell us the news when we do not care

TTre average length of any television
news story is forty-five seconds. It is
simply not possible to convey a sense of
seriousness about any event if its
implications are exhausted in less than
one minute’s time.
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for the face of the teller? Does television
countermand the warnings we once re
ceived about the fallacy of the ad hominem argument?
If the answer to any of these questions
is even a qualified “ Yes," then here is an
issue worthy of the attention of epistemologists. Stated in its simplest form, it
is that television provides a new (or, pos
sibly, restores an old) definition of truth:
The credibility of the teller is the ultimate
test of the truth of a proposition. “ Cred
ibility” here does not refer to the past
record of the teller for making statements
that have survived the rigors of reality
testing. It refers only to the impression of
sincerity, authenticity, vulnerability or at
tractiveness (choose one or more) con
veyed by the actor/reporter.

seriousness about any event if its im
plications are exhausted in less than one
minute’s time. In fact, it is quite obvious
that TV news has no intention of suggest
ing that any story has any implications,
for that would require viewers to continue
to think about it when it is done and there
fore obstruct their attending to the next
story that waits panting in the wings. In
any case, viewers are not provided with
much opportunity to be distracted from
the next story since in all likelihood it will
consist of some film footage. Pictures
have little d ifficulty in overwhelming
words, and short-circuiting introspec
tion. As a television producer, you would
be certain to give both prominence and

claim that television news is designed as
a serious form of public discourse. Imag
ine what you would think of me, and this
book, if I were to pause here, tell you that I
will return to my discussion in a moment,
and then proceed to write a few words in
behalf of United Airlines or the Chase
Manhattan Bank. You would rightly think
that I had no respect for you and, cer
tainly, no respect for the subject. And if I
did this not once by several times in each
chapter, you would think the whole enter
prise unworthy of your attention. Why,
then, do we not think a news show simi
larly unworthy? The reason, I believe, is
that whereas we expect books and even
other media (such as film) to maintain a
consistency of tone and a continuity of
content, we have no such expectation of
television, and especially television
news. We have become so accustomed
to its discontinuities that we are no longer
struck dumb, as any sane person would
be, by a newscaster who having just re
ported that a nuclear war is inevitable
goes on to say that he will.be right back
after this word from Burger King; who
says, in other words, “ Now. . .this.” One
can hardly overestimate the damage that
such juxtapositions do to our sense of the
world as a serious place. The damage is
especially massive to youthful viewers
who depend so much on television for
their clues as to how to respond to the
world. In watching television news, they,
more than any other segment of the audi
ence, are drawn into an epistemology
based on the assumption that all reports
of cruelty and death are greatly exagge
rated and, in any case, not to be taken
seriously or responded to sanely.
I should go so far as to say that embed
ded in the surrealistic frame of a televi
sion news show is a theory of anticom
munication, featuring a type of discourse
that abandons logic, reason, sequence
and rules of contradiction. In aesthetics, I
believe the name given to this theory is
Dadaism; in philosophy, nihilism; in psy
chiatry, schizophrenia. In the parlance of
the theater, it is knowns as vaudeville.
For those who thiqk I am here guilty of
hyperbole, I offer t-he following descrip
tion of television news by Robert Mac
Neil, executive editor and co-anchor of
the “ MacNeil-Lehrer Newshour.” The
idea, he writes, “ is to keep everything
brief, not to strain the attention of anyone
but instead to provide constant stimula
tion through variety, novelty, action, and
movement. You are required. . .to pay at
tention to no concept, no character, and
no problem for more than a few seconds
at a tim e.” He goes on to say that the
assumptions controlling a news show are
“that bite-sized is best, that complexity
must be avoided, that nuances are dis
pensable, that qualifications impede the
simple message, that visual stimulation
is a substitute for thought, and verbal
precision is an anachronism.”
Robert MacNeil has more reason than
most to give testimony about the televi
sion news show as vaudeville act. The *
“ MacNeil-Lehrer Newshour” is an un
usual and gracious attempt to bring to
television some of the elements of ty
pographic discourse. The program ab
jures visual stimulation, consists largely
of extended explanations of events and
in-depth interviews (which even there
means only five to ten minutes), limits the
number of stories covered, and empha
sizes background and coherence. But

It is also of considerable help in main
taining a high level of unreality that the
newscasters do not pause to grimace or
shiver when they speak their prefaces of
epilogs to the film clips. Indeed, many
newscaster do not appear to grasp the
meaning of what they are saying, and
some hold to a fixed and ingratiating en
thusiasm as they report on earthquakes,
mass killings and other disasters. View
ers would be quite disconcerted by any
show of concern or terror on the part of
newscasters. Viewers, after all, are part
ners with the newscasters in the “Now. .
this” role as a character who is mar
ginally serious but who stays well clear of
authentic understanding. The viewers,

R e p l a c i n g R e a lity
*his is a matter of considerable im
portance, for it goes beyond the question
of how truth is perceived on television
news shows. If on television, credibility
replaces reality as the decisive test of
truth-telling, political leaders need not
trouble themselves very much with real
ity provided that their performances con
s is te n tly g en erate a sense of ver
isimilitude. I suspect, for example, that
the dishonor that now shrouds Richard
Nixon results not from the fact that he lied
but that on television he looked like a liar.
Which, if true, should bring no comfort to
anyone, not even veteran Nixon-haters.
For the alternative possibilities are that
one may look like a liar but be telling the
truth; or even worse, look like a truth
teller but in fact be lying.
As a producer of a television news
show, you would be well aware of these
matters and would be careful to choose
your cast on the basis of criteria used by
David Merrick and other successful im
presarios. Like them, you would then turn
your attention to staging the show on
principles that maximize entertainment
value. You would, for example, select a
musical theme for the show. All television
news programs begin, end, and are
somewhere in between punctuated with
music. I have found very few Americans
who regard this custom as peculiar,
which fact I have taken as evidence for
the dissolution of lines of demarcation
between serious public discourse and
entertainment. What has music to do
with the news? Why is it there? It is there,
I assume, for the same reason music is
used in the theater and films—to create a
mood and provide a leitmotif for the en
tertainment. If there were no music—as
is the case when any television program
is interrupted for a news flash—viewers
would expect something truly alarming,
possibly life-altering. But as long as the
music is there as a frame for the pro
gram, the viewer is comforted to believe
th a t there is n othing to be g re a tly
alarmed about; that, in fact, the events
that are reported have as much relation
to reality as do scenes in a play.
This perception of a news show as a
stylized dramatic performance whose
content has been staged largely to enter
tain is reinforced by several other fea
tures, including the fact that the average
length of any story is forty-five seconds.
While brevity does not always suggest
triviality, in this case it clearly does. It is
simply not possible to convey a sense of

W ^e are no longer struck dumb by a
newscaster who having just reported that
a nuclear war is inevitable goes on to say
that he will be right back after this word
from Burger King; who says, in other
words, “N ow .. .this.”
precedence to any event for which there
is some sort of visual documentation. A
suspected killer being brought into a po
lice station, the angry face of a cheated
consumer, a barrel going over Niagara
Falls (with a person alleged to be in it),
the President disembarking from a heli
copter on the White House lawn—these
are always fascinating or amusing, and
easily satisfy the requirements of an en
tertaining show. It is, of course, not nec
essary that the visuals actually docu
ment the point of a story. Neither is it
necessary to explain why such images
are intruding themselves on public con
sciousness. Film footage justifies itself,
as every television producer well knows.

for their part, will not be caught con
taminating their responses with a sense
of reality, any more than an audience at a
play would go scurrying to call home be
cause a character on stage has said that
a murderer is loose in the neighborhood.
I ne viewers also Know mai no matter
how grave any fragment of news may
appear (for example, on the day I write a
Marine Corps general has declared that
nuclear was between the United States
and Russia is inevitable), it will shortly be
followed by a series of commercials that
will, in an instant, defuse the import of
the news, in fact render it largely banal.
This is a key element in the structure of a
news program and all by itself refutes any

We will build you a vegetable garden consisting of three 5 'X 8 ' soilframes of treated 2" x 8" filled with weed-free organic soil and a wood
or bamboo trellis — ideal for intensive successive cropping: $225.00.
Custom gardens welcomed: $2.50 sq. ft.

THE ED E N STREET VEGETABLE GA R D E N CO .
775-9648

DAN BARKER

th is

s u m m e r:

S IX

film s
m

EM BERS ’C HOICE S ERIE
in fo :

2 2 9 -4 4 52

television has exacted its price for Mac
Neil’s rejection of a show business for
mat. By television’s standards, the audi
ence is m inuscule, the program is
confined to public-television stations,
and it is a good guess that the combined
salary of MacNeil and Lehrer is one-fifth
of Dan Rather’s or Tom Brokaw’s.
If you were a producer of a television
news show for a commercial station, you
would not have the option of defying tele
vision’s requirements. It would be de
manded of you that you strive for the
largest possible audience, and, as a con
sequence and in spite of your best inten
tions, you would arrive at a production
very nearly resembling M acNeil’s de
scription. Moreover, you would include
some things MacNeil does not mention.
You would try to make celebrities of your
newscasters. You would advertise the
show, both in the press and on television
itself. You would do “ news briefs,” to
serve as an inducement to viewers. You
would have a weatherman as comic re
lief, and a sportscaster whose language
is a touch uncouth (as a way of his relat
ing to the beer-drinking common man).
You would, in short, package the whole
event as any producer might who is in the
entertainment business.

in the CIA or KGB. Disinformation does
not mean false information. It means mis
leading information—misplaced, irrele
vant, fragmented or superficial informa
tio n - in fo r m a tio n th a t crea tes the
illusion of knowing something but which
in fact leads one away from knowing. In
saying this, I do not mean to imply that
television news deliberately aims to de
prive Americans of a coherent, contex
tual understanding of their world. I mean
to say that when news is packaged as
entertainment, that is the inevitable re
sult. And in saying that the television
news show entertains but does not in
form, I am saying something far more
serious than that we are being deprived

and perhaps misleading accounts of
his policies or of current events in
general. That doesn’t seem to hap
pen much anymore.
Indeed, the President continues
to make debatable assertions of fact
but news accounts do not deal with
them as extensively as they once
did. In the view of White House offi
cials, the declining news coverage
mirrors a decline in interest by the
general public, (my italics)
This report is not so much a news story
as a story about the news, and our recent
history suggests that it is not about
Ronald Reagan’s charm. It is about how
news is defined, and I believe the story

T h e C o n te x t
o f N o C o n te x t
*he result of all this is that Ameri
cans are the best entertained and quite
likely the least well-informed people in
the Western world. I say this in the face of
the popular conceit that television, as a
window to the world, has made Ameri
cans exceedingly well informed. Much
depends here, of course, on what is
meant by being informed. I will pass over
the now tiresome polls that tell us that, at
any given moment, 70 percent of our cit
izens do not know who is the Secretary of
State or the Chief Justice of the Supreme
Court. Let us consider, instead, the case
of Iran during the drama that was called
the “ Iranian Hostage Crisis.” I don’t sup
pose there has been a story in years that
received more continuous attention from
television. We may assume, then, that
Americans know most of what there is to
know about this unhappy event. And now,
I put these questions to you: Would it be
an exaggeration to say that not one
American in a hundred knows what lan
guage the Iranians speak? Or what the
word “Ayatollah” means or implies? Or
knows any details of the tenets of Iranian
religious beliefs? Or the main outlines of
their political history? Or knows who the
Shah was, and where he came from?
Nonetheless, everyone had an opinion
about this event, for in America everyone
is entitled to an opinion, and it is certainly
useful to have a few when a pollster
shows up. But these are opinions of a
quite different order from eighteenth- or
nineteenth-century opinions. It is prob
ably more accurate to call them emotions
rather than opinions, which would ac
count for the fact that they change from
week to week, as the pollsters tell us.
What is happening here is that television
is altering the meaning of “ being in
formed” by creating a species of informa
tion that might properly be called disinfor
mation. I am using this word almost in the
precise sense in which it is used by spies

Zn the age of television, the paragraph is
becoming the basic unit of news in print
media. As other newspapers join in the
transformation, the time cannot be far off
when awards will be given for the best
investigative sentence.
of authentic information. I am saying we
are losing our sense of what it means to
be well informed. Ignorance is always
correctable. But what shall we do if we
take ignorance to be knowledge?
Here is a startling example of how this
process bedevils us. A New York Times
article is headlined on February 15,
1983:

REAGAN MISSTATEMENTS
GETTING LESS ATTENTION
The article begins in the following way:
President Reagan’s aides used to
become visibly alarm ed at sug
gestions that he had given mangled

would be quite astonishing to both civil
libertarians and tyrants of an earlier time.
Walter Lippmann, for example, wrote in
1920: “There can be no liberty for a com
munity which lacks the means by which
to detect lies.” For all of his pessimism
about the possibilities of restoring an
eighteenth- and nineteenth-century level
of public discourse, Lippmann assumed,
as did Thomas Jefferson before him, that
with a well-trained press functioning as a
lie-detector, the public’s interest in a
President’s mangling of the truth would
be piqued, in both senses of that word.
Given the means to detect lies, he be
lieved, the public could not be indifferent
to their consequences.

But his case refutes his assumption.
The reporters who cover the W hite
House are ready and able to expose lies,
and thus create the grounds for informed
and indignant opinion. But apparently
the public declines to take an interest. To
press reports of White House dissem
bling, the public has replied with Queen
V ic to ria ’s fam ous line: “ We are not
amused.” However, here the words mean
something the Queen did not have in
mind. They mean that what is not amus
ing does not compel their attention. Per
haps if the President’s lies could be dem
onstrated by pictures and accompanied
by music the public would raise a curious
eyebrow. If a movie, like All the Presi
dent’s Men, could be made from his mis
leading accounts of government policy, if
there were a break-in of some sort or
sinister characters laundering money, at
tention would quite likely be paid. We do
well to remember that President Nixon
did not begin to come undone until his
lies were given a theatrical setting at the
Watergate hearings. But we do not have
anything like that here. Apparently, all
President Reagan does is say things that
are not entirely true. And there is nothing
entertaining in that.
But there is a subtler point to be made
here. Many of the President’s “ misstate
ments” fall in the category of contradic
tions— m utually exclusive assertions
that cannot possibly both, in the same
context, be true. “ In the same context” is
the key phrase here, for it is context that
defines contradiction. There is no prob
lem in someone’s remarking that he pre
fers oranges to apples, and also remark
ing that he prefers apples to oranges—
not if one statement is made in the con
text of choosing wallpaper design and
the other in the context of selecting fruit
for dessert. In such a case, we have
statements that are opposites, but not
contradictory. But if the statements are
made in a single, continuous, and co
herent context, then they are contradic
tions, and cannot both be true. Contra
diction, in short, requires that statements
and events be perceived as interrelated
aspects of a continuous and coherent
context. Disappear the context, or frag
ment it, and contradiction disappears.
This point is nowhere made more clear to
me than in conferences with my younger
students about th e ir w ritin g. “ Look
here,” I say. “ In this paragraph you have
said one thing. And in that you have said
the opposite. What is it to be?” They are
polite, and wish to please, but they are as
baffled by the question as I am by the
response. “ I know,” they will say, “ but
that is there and this is here.” The differ
ence between us is that I assume “there”
and “ here,” “ now” and “then,” one para
graph and the next to be connected, to be
continuous, to be part of the same co
herent world of thought. That is the way
of typographic discourse, and typogra
phy is the universe I’m “ coming from,” as
they say. But they are coming from a dif
ferent universe of discourse altogether:
the “ Now. . this” world of television. The
fundamental assumption of that world is
not coherence but discontinuity. And in a
world of discontinuities, contradiction is
useless as a test of truth or merit, be
cause contradiction does not exist.
My point is that we are by now so thor
oughly adjusted to the “ Now. . this”
world of news—a world of fragments,
where events stand alone, stripped of
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any connection to the past, or to the fu
ture, or to other events—that all assump
tions of coherence have vanished. And
so, perforce, has contradiction. In the
context of no context, so to speak, it sim
ply disappears. And in its absence, what
possible interest could there be in a list of
what the President says now and what he
said then? It is merely a rehash of old
news, and there is nothing interesting or
entertaining in that. The only thing to be
amused about is the bafflement of report
ers at the public’s indifference. There is
an irony in the fact that the very group
that has taken the world apart should, on
trying to'piece it together again, be sur
prised that no one notices much, or
cares.

A T r iv ia l P u r s u i t
^or all his perspicacity, George Or
well would have been stymied by this sit
uation; there is nothing “ O rw ellian”
about it. The President does not have the
press under his thumb. The New York
Times and The Washington Post are not
Pravda; the Associated Press is not Tass.
And there is no Newspeak here. Lies
have not been defined as truth nor truth
as lies. All that has happened is that the
public has adjusted to incoherence and
been amused into indifference. Which is
why Aldous Huxley would not in the least
be surprised by the story. Indeed, he
prophesied its coming. He believed that it
is far more likely that the Western democ
racies will dance and dream themselves
into oblivion than march into it, single file
and manacled. Huxley grasped, as Or
well did not, that it is not necessary to
conceal anything from a public insensi
ble to contradiction and narcoticized by
technological diversions. Although Hux
ley did not specify that television would
be our main line to the drug, he would
have no difficulty accepting Robert Mac
Neil’s observation that “Television is the
soma of Aldous H uxley’s Brave New
World.” Big Brother turns out to be
Howdy Doody.
I do not mean that the trivialization of
public information is all accomplished on
television. I mean that television is the
paradigm for our conception of public in
formation. As the printing press did in an
earlier time, television has achieved the
power to define the form in which news
must come, and it has also defined how
we shall respond to it. In presenting news
to us packaged as vaudeville, television
induces other media to do the same, so
that the total information environment
begins to mirror television.
For example, America’s newest and
highly successful national newspaper,
USA Today, is modeled precisely on the
format of television. It is sold on the street
in receptacles that look like television
sets. Its stories are uncommonly short,
its design leans heavily on pictures,
charts and other graphics, some of them
printed in various colors. Its weather
maps are a visual delight; its sports sec
tion includes enough pointless statistics
to distract a computer. As a conse
quence, USA Today, which began pub
lication in September 1982, has become
the third largest daily in the United States
(as of July 1984, according to the Audit
Bureau of Circulations), moving quickly
to overtake the Daily News and the Wall
Street Journal. Journalists of a more tra-

On the Cold Storage Dock
—Metlakatla, Alaska
By Mary Lou Sanelli
Woodcut by Tom Prochaska
I I n ly the living ones twitch.
V r Yet all of their eyes seem alive.
Intact and opened fully,
they’re too recently dead
to be glazed over. I sense a stare
like an echo as I walk by the fish bins.
Blood smears the dock. If I’m not careful
the smell could double me over
yet still I’m drawn here
and more strangely than that
I share in the excitement.
It’s been a good day for the trailers
the only men on the fleet
who still haul in fish on a line.
For hours, more salmon than I’d care to count
is tossed whole into bucket-sized scales.
Two lines of Tsimshian women wait inside
to gut, clean and pack.
Most smoke-houses I pass
on my way through town
bellow smoke sweet smelling as pineapple.
After soaking strips of the meat in soy sauce
mixed with canned fruit juice
they’re hung to dry. There’s a bowl of some
on the table in my friend’s home. She calls them
’Hawaiian Strips’ ! Her recipes vary but the taste
stays pretty much the sa m e ... like candied fish.
Some of her people prefer it paper thin. Others
cut theirs off in thick junks. That’s the kind
I’m eating now walking in the rain
along the beach at Canoe Cove, chewing. Spitting
out scales that stuck to the meat. Two crows
follow behind closely, waiting for me to drop
the peeled-off pieces
of skin.

ditional bent have criticized it for its su
perficiality and theatrics, but the paper’s
editors remain steadfast in their dis
regard of typographic standards. The pa
per’s Editor-in-Chief, John Quinn, has
said, “We are not up to undertaking proj
ects of the dimensions needed to win
prizes. They don’t give awards for the
best investigative paragraph.” Here is an
astonishing tribute to the resonance of
television’s epistemology: In the age of
television, the paragraph is becoming
the basic unit of news in print media.
Moreover, Mr. Quinn need not fret too
long about being deprived of awards. As
other newspapers join in the transforma
tion, the time cannot be far off when
awards will be given for the best investi
gative sentence.
It needs also to be noted here that new
and successful magazines such as Peo
ple and Us are not only examples of television-oriented print media but have had
an extraordinary “ ricochet” effect on
television itself. Whereas television
taught thp magazines that news is noth
ing but entertainment, the magazines
have taught television that nothing but
entertainment is news. Television pro
grams, such as “ Entertainment Tonight,”
turn information about entertainers and
celebrities into “ serious” cultural con
tent, so that the circle begins to close:
Both the form and content of news be
come entertainment.
Radio, of course, is the least likely me
dium to join in the descent into a Huxleyan world of technological narcotics. It
is, after all, particularly well suited to the
transmission of rational, complex lan
guage. Nonetheless, and even if we dis
regard radio’s captivation by the music
industry, we appear to be left with the
chilling fact th^t such language as radio
allows us to hear is increasingly primitive,
fragmented, and largely aimed at invok
ing visceral response. The language of
radio newscasts has become, under the
influence of television, increasingly de
contextualized and discontinuous, so
that the possibility of anyone’s knowing
about the world, as against merely know
ing of it, is effectively blocked. In New
York City, radio station WINS entreats its
listeners to “ Give us twenty-two minutes
and we’ll give you the world.” This is said
without irony, and its audience, we may
assume, does not regard the slogan as
the conception of a disordered mind.
And so, we move rapidly into an infor
mation environment which may rightly be
called trivial pursuit. As the game of that
name uses facts as a source of amuse
ment, so do our sources of news. It has
been demonstrated many times that a
culture can survive misinformation and
false opinion. It has not yet been demon
strated whether a culture can survive if it
takes the measure of the world in twentytwo minutes. Or if the value of its news is
determined by the number of laughs it
provides.

Neil Postman is a professor of communica
tions arts and sciences at New York Univer
sity. His fifteen books include Teaching as a
Subversive Activity and The Disappearance
of Childhood. This excerpt from Amusing
Ourselves to Death, Viking Penguin, is re
printed with permission. Copyright ® Neil
Postman 1985.
Artist Robert Williamson lives in Seattle.
This is his first contribution to CSQ.

It’s not wise to feel sorry for fish
living in an Indian village
on the Southeast coast. On the days
when I do, I keep my feelings
to myself.
Mary Lou SanelH is a poet living in Port Townsend.
Artist Tom Prochaska lives in Portland.
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DEPTH PSYCHOLOGY
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The Human Relations Institute's program in counseling psychology strives
to reaffiliate psychology with the humanities.
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Leonard. Marion Woodman and Robert Stein
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the Spring of 1985, director Alan Rudolph came to
Seattle with plans to make a film around the city. The
resultant Trouble in Mind used many of the city’s prominent
landmarks as background texture for “ Rain City.” His most
noticeably humorous adaptation was the use of the Seattle
Art Museum. It became the mansion of Hilly Blue, played
by Divine of Pink Flamingos fame, an art aficionado/
mobster who plays host to gangland rivals Kris Kristoffer
son and Keith Carradine. When the finished film came
around recently, just seeing the often stodgy museum
transformed into a gangster palace caused Seattle audi
ences to spontaneously explode in laughter— night after
night.

Z

What has not been talked about is the
exciting use of recent Seattle art, which
covered the walls of the museum. Artist
C arl Sm ool was co m m issio ne d by
Rudolph to choose works which had a
twisted perspective, which were “ exces
sive, e x tra o rd in a ry ” —to am plify the
mood in the film ’s climactic minutes.
Scores of Seattle artists were included in
the credits of Trouble in Mind, though only
a handful actually had significant screen
time.
Andy Keating, who had pieces from
over a ten-year period in the film, seemed
to most completely satisfy Rudolph’s cri
teria. One Keating piece was of a de
monic mother, which accented Hilly
Blue’s mother fixation. Perhaps the most
effective use of a painting in the entire
movie was of Keating s Myopic Allegory,
which has a pink man running in red high
heels off a cliff—an image which reso
nated perfectly off Divine’s androgynous
personality, creating a marvelous, hi
larious effect.
Debra Sherwood’s work is seen in a
series of large ceramic sculptures of eery
inhuman beings in a variety of striped
garb. At one point, the camera focusses
entirely on one of them as Divine and
Kristofferson repair to the study to ham

mer out a truce. Once there, they are
framed by a lovely black and white geo
metric painting, Enchantment 2, by Di
ane Rayes.
The plot of Trouble in Mind parallels the
Epic of Gilgamesh, the oldest known
novel, written in Sumeria nearly 5,000
years ago. In the novel, two titans,
Gilgamesh, from the city and Enkidu,
from the country, face off, and then be
come allies against the lumber god Hum
baba. In the film, Kristofferson and Car
radine unwittingly team up to take on
Divine, who unfortunately catches a Kris
tofferson bullet in the head before he can
cut loose. This sadly precludes the sus
penseful battle which makes Gilgamesh
so rousing. Divine’s death, however, in a
mansion full of loaded, armed gangsters,
sets up a scene of mayhem in which a lot
of art was seemingly (and actually) de
stroyed.
Smool and the filmmakers had some
trouble finding work that artists were will
ing to let be destroyed. Joanie Joans vol
unteered a small figurative sculpture that
had its head blown off in the choreo
graphed shooting sequence. A parody of
classic surrealist painting by Lou Ray
Gehrig and Candace Barker departed
this world with a gangster impaled upon it

Seattle Art-Work in
Alan Rudolph’s
Trouble in Mind
By Kirby Olson
as he tumbled down a flight of steps. It
had hung as a banner outside the artists’
Pioneer Square studio for years before
meeting its fate. In fact, only one piece
not slated for destruction was injured dur
ing the entire process, a fragile 3-D
sculpture by Steven McClelland, which
was later successfully repaired. He was
very understanding.
Carl Smool was made the art coordi
nator after the filmmakers looked at his
studio as a possible site for Wanda’s
Cafe, a central gathering place in the
film's “Rain City.” Smool collected slides
and stills from artists whose work fit into
the film’s themes. Art Director Stephen
Legler and crew arranged th e chosen
works on the museum’s walls literally
minutes before the filming of each scene.

Smool was on hand throughout the
shooting of the museum sequence,
which he describes as “boring, labor-in
tensive work.” For every few seconds of
rolling cameras there were hours of down
time. Shooting took place from sunset to
sunrise for several nights, and it became
rather tedious.
Though he was paid well by Seattle
standards, Smool later learned from a
friend who had done a similar job for a
George Lucas film that his friend’s Los
Angeles wages were some ten times
higher. Then again, Smool points out, the
Lucas film probably had a budget ten
tim es the size of R udolph’s. Smool
deem ed the overall e x p e rie n c e as
positive— both getting to meet many
Seattle artists he’d not previously known,

A parody of classic surrealist painting by Lou Ray
Gehrig and Candace Barker departed this world
with a gangster impaled upon it as he tumbled
down a flight of steps. It had hung as a banner
Pioneer Square studio for years
outsid
before meeting its fate.

Divine and Kristofferson face off on front of some of Seattle's best recent art.
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Heather Ramsay specializes in building
wonderfully detailed imaginary cities. She was
given free reign to build 'whatever she wanted. Her
models, an aesthetic highlight of the film, were
later purchased outright fromher as a surprise gift
for Alan Rudolph.
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----, Heather Ramsay
\
m the “Rain City” senes of Heat
A model from the

Your distributor of high quality
organically grown and natural foods.

and work with “ pleasant, intelligent”
members of the film crew. But it’s not a
job he would likely be interested in doing
again.
Lest anyone imagine that the chosen
artists cashed in at Hollywood’s ex
pense, it must be pointed out that every
artist was paid $1 for the right to use their
image(s). The dollar released the film
makers from any liability that might be
in c u rre d .a s a re su lt of a ccid e n ta l
damage. Even with this tiny expense, the
art department went over budget.
The only artist paid for her actual art
work was Heather Ramsay. Contacted on
the advice of professional scene paint
ers, she was commissioned to build six
scale models of Rain City. Two paid as
sistants helped her cut out thousands of
tiny bricks and windows to paste on the
buildings and put up the three-inch tall
street lamps. Ramsay specializes in
building wonderfully detailed imaginary
cities. She was given free reign to build
whatever she wanted. Her models, an
aesthetic highlight of the film, were later
purchased outright from her as a sur
prise gift for Alan Rudolph.
The Art Museum staff were very coop
e ra tive a cco rd in g to Sm ool. John
Pierce, the Assistant to the Museum Di
rector, said that he felt Rudolph’s trans
formation was “ very clever," including
the way the grounds had been altered
and vintage cars brought in to set the
scene. On their end things went very
smoothly, and under sim ilar circum 
stances Pierce feels they would consider
doing it again. Did the movie enhance the
museum’s prestige? He said that he
didn’t think anyone outside Seattle even
knew the film had been shot in the city.

Are You
Ready for
Art School?
Y e s. I f y o u h a v e th e in t e r e s t , y o u ’r e r ead y.

885 McKinley • Eugene. O regon 9 7 4 0 2
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August 23,1986
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Kevin Shay Johnson
Puck Fair
The Love Congregation ◄
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TICKETS
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Connie Kaklor
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Mara Stahl
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and many others
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Tickets available July 22 at Earl A. Chiles box office University of Portland. Artichoke Music. Music Millenium
and other outlets. Ticket price subject to service charge at some outlets. For m ore information call 503-239-02'9.
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There are m an y w ays to “be a n a rtis t” today. Each
p e rso n is different in th e ir ta le n ts an d goals. Some
people are p a in ters, o th ers are p h o to g rap h ers. Some
like th e heavy activity of scu lp tu re w hile o th ers are
com fortable a t th e draw ing b oard doing illu stratio n .
The a rtis ts teach in g a t M ary lh u rst know today’s a rt
w orld. I n th e p a s t five y e ars th e y ’ve received over
$175,000 in com m issions an d g ran ts. They’ve designed
a B achelor of Fine A rts degree p ro g ram th a t gives you
stro n g tra in in g in y o u r are a of in te re s t an d helps
m atch you w ith a career in th e field.
To find out ho w y o u r in te re sts can be m et, an d for
free in fo rm atio n about a rt careers ...
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MARYLHURST
COLLEGE
Marylhurst Art is the Art Department of Marylhurst College, an accre
dited. co-educational liberal arts college offering bachelor’s and m aster’s
degrees in a variety of disciplines. The campus is one mile south of Lake
Oswego off Highway 43.
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Indeed, that seems to be the case. A
friend who works for Seattle’s Windham
Hill attended a New York press screen
ing. Windham Hill represents Mark Is
ham, whose score for Trouble in Mind
was highly praised. Afterwards, the crit
ics were asking each other where it had
been filmed— Detroit, Atlanta were sug
gested. When he said Seattle they
wouldn’t believe him. "Nobody shoots in
Seattle,” they said. He reminded them of
the monorail, the Space Needle and the
rain, and some finally agreed, reluctantly.
Clearly no one in Seattle got rich or
famous on the project. Even Andy Keat
ing, whose work featured most promi
nently in the film has not “yet had the
ripples return to him” from his big splash
in the art world. But he termed the experi
ence “ a lark" to which he'd gladly con
sent again. One pleasant irony was
seeing the Art Museum’s walls covered
by work from artists who are unlikely to
be in a regular Museum show for years to
come. To be fair, the Seattle Art Museum
does own a few paintings by some of
these artists, but it has never shown such
a com pelling assemblage as SmoolZ
Legler’s.
Alan Rudolph, who has used art promi
nently in previous films, showed particu
larly good intuition in using so much local
work, most from painters, the strongest
of Seattle’s many art communities. Even
if no one’s life was changed by having
work included, it certainly didn’t hurt. Art
is a lottery and at least this time the dollar
was paid to those entering it. If nothing
else comes of this epic, it was still the
best show of recent Seattle art work this
city has seen.

$1.00 OFF
ANY EXTRA-LARGE PIZZA
(GOOD FOREVER)

PORRETTA
PIZZA
3129 SE HAWTHORNE

Kirby Olson is a writer living in Seattle. This
is his first story for CSQ.
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£ 7 8 0 4 S.E. Stark
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J
*
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P EOPLE'S .
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D E L L A ’S
'
DECO W ARE
3 5 3 5 S E H a w th o r n e
2 3 1 -4 3 4 5

tu e s -s a t
T2-5
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A Natural Food Store.
A wide selection of natural,
healthy groceries at surprisingly
low prices.
© The freshest produce
© Herbs & Vitamins
O Natural body care products
© N.W. wines & imported beer
© Imported and domestic cheeses.
O Deli & Bulk foods
Monday - Saturday, 10am to 8pm;
Sunday, noon to 7pm
3029 SE 21st (1 block north of Powell),
Bus # 9 , 232-9051.'

i Clothes
l w w
;
]
]

A Women’s
Consignment &
Resale Shop

[

Large selection
Summer Clothing

;

r

$3 -$10
$4 $12
$8 - $20
$4 - $15

8025 S.E. 17th Avenue
235-9419

[
;

i

Open Mon.-Sat. 10-6

1

♦

♦
THE BROADWAY COFFEE MERCHANT

1637 N.E. Broadway • 284-9209

♦
THE HAWTHORNE COFFEE MERCHANT

3562 S.E. Hawthorne • 230-1222

Stop by for Lunch
Homemade Soup,
Hearty Sandwiches and Salad
Served from Midday 'til Midnight

239-4756

3610 S.E. Hawthorne Blvd.

1334 SE H A W TH O R N E BLVD
Auilt&nUc M iddle

tyoodA &

^044 Can /l^ o td .

ORDERS TO GO
2 3 1 -9 7 5 8
H O U R S : O P E N D A IL Y 1 O A M -7 P M 40
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The finest imported coffee
beans, teas, chocolates, and
beverage brewing accessories.

LARGE SELECTION OF IMPORTS
727 E. BURNSIDE — 236-6900

•

Blouses
Shirts
D resses
Pants

The
Coffee Merchant

PORTLAND’S FOLK CLUB

1

<
<
'
<

3731 S.E. Hawthorne • (5 0 3 ) 2 3 2 -1 0 1 0

WORLD MUSIC ALL YEAR’ROUND

;
:

CLOSED SUNDAY

!
I
I
I

dda v u *
deca, nouveau., jecuebuf. . . . Ute tcnO^ue!
tueA-lat 11-5

230-0418

Hawthorne Auto Clinic,Inc.
M e chan ical se rvice and re pair of im p o rt
and d o m estic cars and lig h t t r u c k s
F IA T and P e u g e o t s p e c ia lis ts
appointm ents
4307 S.E. H aw thorne
P ortland, Oregon 97215

234-2119

• SOUTHEAST • SOUTHEAST • SOUTHEAST •
• SOUTHEAST • SOUTHEAST • SOUTHEAST •
• SOUTHEAST • SOUTHEAST • SOUTHEAST •

ARTICHOKE

• DELI • PARTY TRAYS
• PICNIC GOODIES
• WINE TASTINGS
EVERY FRIDAY AFTERNOON
Man-Qni 8:30-6
S a t 8:30-3
7901 S S StaJe 253-9436

CLINTON STREET

g ^ ; 8 8 9 9 ^ ^ S E 2;C thrpU N T0O
THE WEST COAST PREMIERE

LATE
CHRYSANTHEMUMS
Directed by Mikio Naruse
"N a ru se /rus b een n e g le c le d O r lo o
Ion;.;. I Io n i. n t e i/iii'i 1”. ore 111,1m I "
A k ira K urosaw a

“One of the yea r’s b e st... 31
years old but, for us, it’s a major
new work.”
Vincent Canby,
N.Y. Times
“No.9 of the Ten Best for 1985
.. .amazingly insightful tribute. ”
Andrew Sarris,
Village Voice

& LUNCH HOUSE

• Picnic in the Park: BOX LUNCHES call ahead
• Live Guitar Saturdays & Sundays
• FRESHEST N .W . Er Oregon Fruits & Produce
used in our Vegetarian & Regular Entrees
• Over 14 Omelette & Egg Dishes
• Uniquely Different Waffles Er French Toasts
• The Best in Quiche, Soups Er Salads

Produced by Toho Company Limited ‘
Released by East * West Classics

’

m ■V . V i ' o ' 7
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"

-

‘
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/
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ESPRESSO BAR • BEER • WINE

3401 SE B E LM O N T STREET
MONFRI 7:30AM-3PM

GRIN'N'WLAR IT
Q U A L IT Y
RECYCLED APPAREL
^^68 SE H aw thorne
Z^%

231-1570

STARTS W EDNESDAY IULY 9th
ONE WEEK O NLY

SAT & SUN 8AM-3PM

with this ad

28 F O R 1 S U M M E R S P E C I A L . — P r e s e n ta tio n o f th is
a d w ill a d m it t w o p e r s o n s fo r th e p r ic e o f o n e a n y d a y
b e fo r e 6 : 0 0 p .m .
e x p ir e s 8 - 3 1 - 8 6
f " <5|fe
■■

Relax in our private Hot Tub rooms.
•
•
•
•

Whirlpool Jets
Choice of Music
Towels Furnished
Open Daily at Noon

4747 SE Hawthorne
Phone 239-TUBS I
Clinton St. Quarterly
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T WALK AS
AN EXILE FfZOM
O R T H O p o Y / AHO

CONVENTION

KEN

JOHNSON...

AND JUST A FEW OF THE
WHO

HAVE

SCREWED H lH

OVER

A SCElFTW R ir E R - -

PMVoCATI
" f H E W A T A LL
0VEP- M E L/X^
* ‘ HEAP
"

BOOKS

% IN D E X
APPAREL
Attitudz 21 15
Avalon 26
Clothes Encounter 40
Delicate Designs 14
Fashion Ministry 42
Grin & Wear It 41
Icelandic Imports 34
La Paloma 11
Oregon Graphic Design Wear 18
Sewing Circle 20

ART
Abante Gallery 18
Desantis Design 21
M.A.D. Photography 35
Media Project 35
Oregon Art Institute 15

ARTS & CRAFTS/
OFFICE SUPPLIES
Artists Colony 39
City Liquidators 35
Marvella's Frames, Gallery 39
Old Town Copyworks 11
Paper Tree 15
Shannon's 11

42
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Ash Creek Press 21
•*
Book Barn 21
Early Childhood Bookhouse 29
Great NW Bookstore 36
Hawthorne Blvd. Books 39
Laughing House Books 29
Looking Glass 20
Norwester Bookshop 27
Paper Moon 41
Thurman St. Bookseller 29
White Train 2
Women's Place Books 14

CAR & BICYCLE CARE
Cielo 11
Coventry Cycle 41
Hawthorne Auto Clinic 41
Michael's Bike Shop (OB) 33
NW Bicycles 28

FILM/VIDEO/THEA TER
Clinton St. Theatre 41
L'Auberge 29
PSU Film 32

FOOD/RESTAURANTS
Albert's 18
Bread & Ink Cafe 40
Cafe de la Mer (OB) 33
Cassidy 's 36
Delilah's 28
Echo Restaurant 21
East Ave. Tavern 40
Escape From NY Pizza 28
Flying Pie Pizzeria 40

Foothill Broiler 29
Golden Loaf Bakery 40
Hamburger Patti's 15
Hawthorne St. Cafe 39
Hot Lips Pizza 11
Hunan 24
Indigine 39
Key Largo 11
L Auberge 29
Martinotti’s 20
Morrison St. Deli 18
Mt. Song Restaurant (NC) 33
Old Wives' Tales 14
O'Connor's 18
Papa Hadyn 28
Pharmacy Fountain 29
Pizza the Pie 36
Porretta Pizza 39
Portland Bagel Bakery 36
Rimsky Korsakoffe 40
Riverway Inn 18
Sweet Basil 41
The Zoo (E) 34

FOOD/TAKE-OUT
Bridgeport Brewery 24
Coffee Merchant 40
Double Rainbow 2
Food Front 36
Genesis Juices (E) 27
Golden Loaf Bakery 40
Jonicole Vineyards 21
Martinotti's 20
Murphy's Seafood 29
Nature’s 2
Pastaworks 40
People's 40

Popper's Supply 27
Porretta's Pizza 39
Portland Bagel Bakery 36
Ross Island Grocery 24
Savoy Truffle 41
Starflower 38

GET-AWAYS
Breitenbush (OC) 21
Gilbert House (OB) 34
Oberero Hotel (SF) 33
The Sternwheeler 24

GIFTS/FLOWERS
Della's Decoware 40
Ellen's Flower Cart 28
Escential Oils 29
Habromania 24
Headlines 29
La Paloma 11
Northwest Futon 33
Old Homestead 40
Rainy Day Flowers 21
Rea! Mother Goose 18
Silver Hammer 2
Uncommon Scents 33

HEALTH
Tori Hudson, Naturopath 39
Clarice Johnson, DMD 15
Michael Sears Chiropractor 28
Dr. Daniel Sisco N.D. 15
Diane Wilson Yoga 26
Winning Edge 26

SPECIAL PROJECTS
Harry's Mother 29
Metro Crisis 14
Oregon Marijuana Initiative 36

HOUSEWARES/GARDEN
Bridgetown Realty 15
Chrystals Deja Vu 41
City Liquidators 35
Fiestaware 11
Eden St. Gardening Project 32
NW Futon 33
Real Mother Goose 18
Rejuvenation House Parts 15

FINANCIAL & LEGAL
ASSISTANCE
Anderson Financial Group 28
Consumer Sounding Board 14
Ben Merrill 18
Sanders, Dixon 24

PERSONAL TREATS
Breitenbush (OC) 21
Escential Oils & Lotions 29
Family Hot Tub 41
Gary Luckey Hair Design 15
Hair Zoo 28
Uncommon Scents 33

RECORDS/MUSIC
Artichoke Music 41
Budget Tapes & Records 36

Collins & Erwin 14
For What It's Worth Records 44
Music Millenium 14
Park Ave Records 18
Rockport Records 35
The Ooze 29

SCHOOLS/CONFERENCES
Human Relations Institute 35
Marylhurst 38
Neon Bending School 11
Sailing Center 11
West Coast Conf, on Soc. Activism 21

SPIRITS &
ENTERTAINMENTS
Bridgeport Brewery 24
Cassidy’s 36
East Ave. Tavern 40
Jonicole Vineyards 21
Key Largo 11
O'Connor's 18
Riverway Inn 18
Satyricon 32
World Music Festival 38
Oregon Beach (OB) 33-34
Eugene (E) 34-35
North Cascades (NC) 33
Oregon Cascades (OC) 21
San Francisco (SF) 33
Veaverton 21
Southeast 39-42
Northeast 14-15
Northwest 28-29

Clinton St. Quarterly
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. .EY, ALF!. . .1 K N O W OF
A RECORD STORE DAT HAS ALL
D A LATEST A LB U M S A N D TAPES AT
REALLY GREAT PRICES!"

. .Y A BETTER BE R IG H T A B O U T
DIS, H O R T O N !! O R — P O W ! ! — IT'S
TO D A M O O N W IT H Y A ! ! ! "

Looking for a great record store?

ROCK
OUT!!
F O R W H A T IT ’S W O R T H
"SEE, ALF!. . .
DERE D A BEST!"

"HO W W W W W W
SWEET IT ISSS. .

1 2 7 9 5 S W C A N Y O N RD.. BEAVERTON

6 4 4 -7 5 0 5

$ 1.®® OFF !! any regularly priced albums and tapes!
BULK RATE
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